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KBW YEAR'S DAY IN CHINA. 

Iir nearly all lands the coming in of the new year will be tin 
occasion of mutual greeting and of universal merry-making. N( 
festival is so general throughout the world as that of New Year'i 
Day. To those who are spared to see it, it may well be a time foi 
thankfulness and coDgratulation. It should also be a time fo; 
thoughtfulness, and no feasting or merriment should make us forget 
that "a year older" means a year nearer to eternity. Indeed th( 
customs of all nations in connection with the festival of New Year*i 
Day show that in the midst of aU the rejoicing there is a shade of sad 
ness, as when a cloud passes before the sun at noon-day. It could no 
well be otherwise, since there are few who have not some bitter regreti 
when they think of the past, and few who have not to mourn the losi 
of loved ones. And so we find that the Chinese, who herald the ap 
proach of the new year with the wildest rejoicing, observe a perfect am 
solemn silence during the morning of the first day, and are careful t< 
paste blue papers on their doorposts if any members of the famili 
have died since the commencement of the past year. These touching 
memorials of the dead are always reverently respected. The Chinest 
have a good many national festivals, but none of them attract s( 
much attention as those of the new year, which last three days, anc 
for which preparations are made long before. During this holiday 
the streets are lined with stalls set out in the gayest fashion, anc 
filled with tempting objects of all kinds, intended as presents fo] 
young and old. Strips of red and gilt paper, with "fuh" (that is 
"happiness"), printed upon them, are sold for distribution; and ai 
friend meets friend, you hear continually the salutation, " Kunghi 
kunghi!" "I respectfully wish you joy!" On their houses an( 
boats they paste up red paper prayers for the ." five blessings.* 
These are long life, riches, health, virtue, and a natural death. Som( 
of their customs might well be imitated by other nations — such as 
their care to have at this time a thorough cleansing of their housei 
outside and in, and to pay all their debts. G-reat importance h 
attached to their doing the last, as it is considered a disgrace not tc 
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have all accounts settled by New Tear's Day, and if any neglect it, 
their creditors take their doors off the hinges and carry them away, 
that their goods may be exposed to plunder — though this, of course, 
is both foolish and wicked. 

Very superstitious practices are indulged in by many, such as 
rushing through the streets and into houses, beating gongs to drive 
the demons away, and firing off thousands of crackers for the same 
purpose, and to please their gods. They also present themselves 
before their idols, that they may settle accounts with their gods, and 
make atonements by offerings for the offences they may have com- 
mitted during the year. So, with all their feasting and revelry, they 
look upon Kew Tear's Day as a time of reckoning. It will be well, 
if, when we are giving and receiving our New Tear's presents, and 
wishing each other " fuh ! " and "kunghi ! " we also reflect upon the 
past year of our life, and confess its sins before the living and true 
G-od. Jesus has made an atonement for us, and the only sacrifices 
that our G-od requires are " a broken and contrite heart." And 
while we rejoice in the knowledge of the Gospel, and in the salva- 
tion that is offered to all who believe in' the Lord, let us ask our- 
selves at the beginning of the new year how much we have done to 
spread the knowledge of the Gospel abroad. The heathen are perish- 
ing in ignorance and superstition — have we helped to teU them 
anyhow of the dear Saviour we have found ? 

The Feast of Lanterns * is observed in connection with the new 
year at the time of the first ftill moon. The Chinese then carry 
many fcuriously - constructed lanterns in procession through the 
streets, accompanied by music and banners. 

* See the Engraving. 
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"MEET ME IN HEAVEN." 

A STOBT FOB NEW TEAR*S DAY. 

* Breakfast is ready, Katherine," unavoidable absence that I 



said my father. 

" I know it, papa, and I am coming," 
I replied, but still I lingered. My mother 
had promised to write to me on New 
Year's eve, and I was anxiously looking 
for the postman. 

"Katherine," said my father again, 
and this time his voice was reproachful, 
" breakfast is ready." 

I left the window then, and, approach- 
ing his couch, began to rattle the cups 
and saucers in such a manner as to show 
that I obeyed unwillingly. 

"Papa cannot bear that noise," said 
my brother Norman. "Kate seems to 
forget." 

''Did you forget, Kate ?" asked Uttle 
Mary from her high chair beside papa. 

I did not speak, but my face and neck 
grew crimson. The fact was that, being 
vexed because I had to leave the win- 
dow, I had, for a moment, really 
wished to distress and annoy papa. It 
was unreasonable, I thought, to call me 
away when I was anxious to remain. 
Could not my brother, for once, have 
filled the cups, and given little Mary her 
biscuit ? 

"I shall be glad when your mother 
returns," said papa. "We want her 
sadly." 

His tone reproved me, and as soon as 

we were alone, I threw myself into his 

arms, and implored forgiveness. It was 

xio^ the JSrst time during my mother's 



had give 
him pain. I who had promised to nurs 
him so tenderly I 

" I can easily pardon you," said pap? 
"but will you amend? Is this a res 
and lasting sorrow, Katherine ? "Wi 
you not grieve me again to-morrovr an 
the day after?" 

"No, indeed, papa." 

"What makes you so confident ?" 

I hesitated. 

" Have you asked the Saviour to hel 
you ?" continued my father. 

I did not reply, for it would have bee 
falsehood to say Yes, and I was ashame 
to say No. Papa must have rightly in 
terpreted my silence, for he said, " I ai 
very sorry. You will not succeed in you 
efforts unless you pray." 

In the long talk which succeeded, 
acknowledged that I had given up al 
hope of receiving assistance from above 
because a voice within seemed to sa; 
that Christ despised me. Papa explainer 
that this was a suggestion of the enem; 
of souls, and bade me pray for the Hoi; 
Spirit, that I might resist him. I pre 
mised to do so, and our conversatio: 
ended. 

My father had for many years labourei 
"in season and out of season," and tha 
beneath a tropical sky, as a preacher o 
the Gospel. But now his days wer 
numbered. He was dying. I did no 
know it, for his physician had decided t 
await Toy TdotYifii^^ Tetvxm la^fore lie r€ 
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vealed the truth. There was no hope, 
and the end was even nearer than Dr. 
B imagined. 

Norman and I met again at noon that 
day, and I showed him my new year's 
letter. 

"It is very good," said he, with the 
thoughtful look which I had often re- 
marked upon his face since papa had told 
him of his hope that he would one day, 
in his turn, go forth to declare God's 
truth in the ears of the heathen. "I 
hope, dear Kate, you will take mamma's 
advice, and begin the year with faith in 
* your father's Gk)d.'" 

"What does that mean?" inquired 
Mary, who was playing at his side. My 
brother looked down upon her with a 
smile. 

"It means," said he, **that mamma 
and I wish Kate to love God this year, 
and for ever after." 

"Don't you already ?" said Mary, turn- 
ing to me. 

Instead of answering, I kissed her 
and went away. But still her question 
followed me, "Don't you already?" 

WTien Doctor B called as usual 

that afternoon, he took me aside, and 
asked for my mother's address. I told 
him she was at R with my grand- 
father, whose house had been partially 
destroyed by fire, and who was "just 
such an invalid as papa." He inquired 
if I knew when she would return, and I 
replied in the negative. 

" It may be to-night, or to-morrow, or 
next week," I explained, " for grandpapa 
is very old, and if mamma can persuade 



him to come and live with us, she will 
return immediately." i 

Doctor B went away, and, as I 

afterwards discovered, at once tele- i 

graphed to R . My mother came | 

home that night, and before the mom- j 
ing all the household, save little Mary, 
knew that my father was dying. The 
fortnight of apparent convalescence on 
which we had built our hopes had de- 
ceived us all ; but now, even more rapidly 

than Doctor B had predicted, the end 

was approaching. 

Dear papa ! how I loved him in those 
last moments ! Tet I had so often dis- 
pleased and disappointed him that his 
tenderness oppressed me almost pain- 
fully. He might, without injustice, have 
treated me with less indulgence than 
Norman— whose conduct had ever been 
dutiful; but he made no difference. I 
was not banished from his room, or for- 
bidden to minister to his wants; and 
when I pressed my lips to his cold brow 
he always smiled, as if he had not only 
forgiven my follies, but what was fai' 
more difficult, forgotten them. 

Mamma was one of those women whose 
presence in a sick room is a priceless 
blessing. She taught us to help her, and 
we were greatly soothed by the sweet 
thought that we were doing something for 
papa. In the last hour, as we knelt down 
with her beside the bed, she prayed, at my 
father's request, forme, — a special prayer, 
a prayer which I shall never forget. 

When we rose, papa fixed hia e^«sk 
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I did not promise, I felt as if I dared 
not, — ^but I asked him to pray for me. 
He did so, and as he ceased, his spirit 
suddenly departed to be with Christ. 

It was a solemn thing to turn away 
and try to realise that I was fatherless. 
It seemed at first impossible to believe 
that the Gk)d who had thus removed the 
desire, of our eyes with a stroke was good 
and kind. But better thoughts succeeded, 
as in the solitude of my own room I 
echoed my father's dying prayer for 
meroy through Jesus Christ ; and before 
the morning dawned I knew something 
of the peace which passeth understand- 
ing. A childlike faith, no larger, it may 
be, than a grain of mustard-seed, was 
mine. I knew that Jesus was able and 
willing to save ; that the Holy Spirit was 
given in answer to prayer, that Grod was 
a Qod of love, and I was happy. Even 
as I stood beside my father's grave, there 



was an under-current of joy and -peace 
within me, and the words, "I am the 
Resurrection and the Life,'' came home 
with power to my heart. 

I am older now, and, of course, far 
more experienced ; but I love to remem- 
ber that year and its holy lessons. Be- 
gun with Christ, it was sweetly spent 
with him, and now, from the distant 
land in which I expect to labour amongst 
the heathen until I die, I send its record 
home, — not without hope that the ques- 
tion which my father asked so long ago 
may be applied to many hearts. Dear 
children, dear English children, '* WiU 
you meet me in heaven V^ The year is 
young — ^begin it, I beseech you, by kneel- 
ing at the feet of Jesus, and giving 
your hearts to him. It will not be a 
happy time, or a useful time, or a safe 
time, unless you begin it, through Christ, 
as the friends of God, 



I 



MISSIONABY NEWS. 

As these lines will meet your eye, my dear young friends, on New 
Tear's Day perhaps, or very shortly after, I must first wish you a 
happy new year ! To you young folks the beginning of another year 
is a time of rejoicing. Something earnestly desired is either obtained, 
or its possession is brought nearer. Going to school — coming home 
— entering on the work of life — beginning to learn a business — and 
many other such things, which excite hopes and fears, make these 
oft-recurring seasons, seasons of joy to young people. It is not so 
with the old. They feel how little time remains in which to do any- 
^Iiing^ to possesa anything, or enjoy aixyt\im^. Xerj ^Okov^ %1L must 
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be left. What a sad thing the end of life would be if. there were 
no prospect of a better ! 

But the new year is the time for two things especially — thinking 
over the past, resolves for the future. As to the past, what mercies 
to be thankful for, what blessings to rejoice over, what omissions 
and sins to mourn over ! As to the future, we know nothing of it. 
But we may resolve, in a spirit of humble dependence upon fiod, to 
do more for others, to take more care of our money, to read our 
Bibles more, and to pray more for the increase of Christ's kingdom 
upon earth. 

Now listen to the following narrative. I have taken it from one 
of the recent missionary Jetters ; and I write it for you, in the hope 
that it may help you to act on the hints I have just given you. The 
facts have been sent to me by the Eev. J. Parsons of Delhi, that 
great city in the north of India, and which was the grand centre 
of the late dreadful mutiny. 

You will remember that some time ago India was threatened with 
a famine. I told you how liberally people in this country subscribed 
their money to purchase food, and how rich people in India, both 
English and native, did the same thing. But a great many people 
died for all that. Tet thousands would have perished, had not these 
kind rich people did what they did. Of that famine the following 
narrative supplies an incident. 

You have most of you either read or heard of that wonderful book, 
" Uncle Tom's Cabin." You will remember a poor little girl who did 
not know her parents, how old she was, where she was bom, nor 
anything about God or Jesus Christ, or sin or salvation, and she was 
called " Topsy ." And this is the name given to a little girl who was 
lying on the cold ground at midnight in one of the streets of Delhi, 
about ten months ago, in a state of starvation, and perfectly naked. 
The wheels of a carriage were just passing over her frail body, when 
she was snatched from danger, and placed in safety. When asked 
about her parents she could only say they were " in the village ; " but I 
where that village was she knew not. To tbft ^'S^XKaw.V^'SR ^^^ ^^^"^^ 
to be left alone in the streets o£ "De\\^, ^^ toss^^sr^ "^^^^^^^ '^ 
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"mother had forsaken her." Nor does she now know who her | 
parents are, where she came from, or how she got to Delhi. 

It appears that before she was taken up from the street, she had 
eaten nothing for several days but a few scattered grains of rice and 
the refuse of vegetables. For some time after she could eat nothing 
substantial. Even after she wanted for nothing which kind care 
could bestow, it was with great difficulty that her life was preserved. 
Her forlorn condition touched a woman's heart, and she resolved to 
try and save the poor child, and adopting her as her own, to train 
her up for God's service on earth, and his home in heaven. She fed 
and nourished her, washed and dressed her ; and under her watchful 
care the poor half-starved "Topsy" becomes a curly-headed, black- 
eyed, good-tempered little girl, and about as thick as she is long. 

Next came the work of instruction, and it was a task ! She 
seemed almost an idiot. One had to repeat, simplify, and explain 
again and again. Eor a long time not the slightest progress was 
made. But month after month the work went on, and apparently 
without any weariness on the teacher's part. The simple plan 
adopted was to go over the. same ground day after day until some 
progress was made. The teacher now and then seemed impatient, 
and looked despondingly. But again her resolution returned ; and 
with all the fidelity and earnestness of a sanctified woman, she kept 
true to her mark. 

But "Topsy " did learn, after all. Ten months have passed, and 
she is now a smart, active, clever, and what is better, a really good 
little girl,^ She attends to, and amuses other children, watches them 
while they sleep, gatliers flowers for them when they are out, and 
takes charge of their toys. She is very useful, too, in the house, 
runs to call the servants, is getting quite handy with her needle, 
beginning to write Hindi, and to learn "tables." She counts well 
up to sixty, repeats hymns, reads the gospels pretty well, and it is a 
beautiful sight to see her night and morning, as with her little hands 
clasped, and her bright eyes looking up towards heaven, she bends 
the knee in prayer. 
A^ present I do not know who ttiia kmd. Yi^^ytViet ot " To^ay" is. 
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But won't you be glad to know that a poor little starved, deserted 
child found such a friend ! Mr. Parsons says, " Our good friends in 
England who support orphans, must not have an eye on Topsy, for 
her friend will never give her up." Hereafter it may be that I shall 
have more to say about Topsy. 

Dear young friends, if no missionary had been in Delhi, you would 
not have heard of this aifecting incident; and this poor child would 
have perished. Who can tell what she may become one day ! Let 
us commend her to the care and blessing of G-od. And, dear young 
friends, may God bless you, and give you " a happy new year." 

P. T. 

Mission House, 33, Moorgate Street, December, 1861. 



A TEMPLE THE TOMB OF INFANTS. 

A COBBESFONDENT of the Foreign Missionary, writing from Shanghai, China, 
says, " Not more than a mile distant firom the mission premises, there stands a 
small edifice, closed on all sides, built of brick, and capped with a peaked roof 
slanting on every side, giving it the appearance of a miniature temple. There is 
no door nor window, but a small opening near the top, into which the bodies of 
infants are thrown, not living infants, but the dead. The little form so tenderly 
cared for by the Christian parent, even after all that gave it life and beauty are 
fled, is by a heathen wrapped in the garment in which it has died, then tied up in 
a square of matting, and rude hands toss it into this common mausoleum. 

" How vague and comfortless should you think must be the heart of the 
bereaved mother, who has no knowledge of a resurrection of the body. Jesus 
alone brings life and immortality to life. She knows nothing of that Almighty 
Saviour who carries the lambs in his bosom. She does not know of him who 
called the dead to life, who gave the blind sight, and who suffered little children 
to come to him. 

" Infanticide in China is not as prevalent, to my knowledge, as in India ; but it 
does exist. This temple is undoubtedly the tomb of many infants committed by 
an inhuman father or mother to an untimely death. A woman who, when I met 
her, was a happy Christian, rejoicing in the knowledge of her Saviour, told me 
that with her own hands she had put one child to death, and very nearly a second, 
but it was saved by her mother-in-law ; and she did it without the sense of guilt. 
Her husband smoked opium, and gave her no su^i^rt*, «xA^*a '^^^^ ^^^^^?^^ 
were both girls, she thought it a kindness lo sa;^^ l\i«isv^\sjk^<6^^'«w«^ ^^i&a. 
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THE OFFICER AND THE CONVERTED BRAHMIN. 

Tub Eev. II. AYilkinson, late of Orissa, of the General Baptist Missionary 
Society, in the course of an interestinj^ speech, related the following narrative : 
" I was in the tent of a British ollicer, who said to me, * I believe your coming 
to India is a regular forlorn hope.' * I should behevc the same,' was my reply, 

* only Grod has ])romi8ed to accompany all I do in liis name.' * But,' he added, 

* the Hindus won't make Cliristians ; tlioy are so cunning, they are downright 
liars. I would not believe a Hindu was a Christian if I saw him.' I told him I 
had some good native converts that I sliould like him to see. * Well,' he replied, 

* I sliould hke to see them, and 1 would show them up to you.' 

" Jurit then our missionary, Gonga, who had been a Brahmin, was coming up 
the walk to the tent, and I said to the officer, * Here is one of our native preachers 
coming ; perhaps you would like to show him up.* * Well,' he said, * I should 
like to ask him a few questions.' I said to Gonga, in the native tongue, * This 
gentleman don't believe in your Christianity.' * Well, I can't help that,' said 
Gonga, the lordliness of his Brahminical character breaking out. * He wants to 
ask you a few questions.* * What is it he wants to ask me questions for? Does 
he want to know the reason of the hope there is in me, or to find fault ?* Soften- 
ing, he added, * Let the gentleman ask me any questions, and I am prepared to 
answer them.' 

" The first question the officer put was, * How did you get your living before you 
were a Christian ? ' Gonga did not quite understand this, and he said, * Sir, I 
was an officiating Brahmin.* * But how did you get your living ; tell me that ? ' 
Now, just suppose that somebody were to stop the carriage of a gentleman with 
lawn sleeves, as it was passing along the streets of London, and say to him, * How 
do you get your living?' It might be a very awkward question for him to 
answer, but it would be known very well that he did have a good living. And the 
officer ought to have understood the ca?e of the Brahmin in the same way. When 
he did understand that Brother Gonga had had the temple revenues and the 
offerings of the people, and that he had given them up to become a Christian, he 
said, * Well, I did not expect that, anyhow.* He wanted to show that this man 
had become a Christian just to get a living. 

" Old Gonga then related the history of his conversion. He was first impressed 
with the statements he had found in a religious tract, which led him to put Jug- 
gernaut to the test, whether he were a God or no. First, he spent a whole day 
and night in praying to him, and then he spent the same length of time in cursing 
him. * Nothing came of it,' said Gonga, ' and 1 did not believe he was a God ; 
but to make it more certain still, I went and poked him with a spear, and my arm 
was not withered.' GThen he told of the happy change which had come over his 
>prn /ealinga, and how, hj /oith in Christ, he had a good hope through grace. 
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The tears stood in the officer's eyes, and he seized Gonga's black hand, saying, 
' God bless you ! I am glad to have raet with you/ 

** Then it was Gonga's turn. * You have claimed the right,* said he to the officer, 
* to examine me ; and now, perhaps, you will allow me to examine you a little. 
You come from a Christian country — you call yourself a Christian ; now, I want 
to ask if you are really a Christian ? * The officer got up, and walked into an 
inner room. Gonga followed him, saying in a gentle voice, * I did not mean to 
offend you ; and I would only ask you, as a Christian, to pray to God that I may 
be found faithful until death.' I am happy to tell you that officer dated his con- 
version to God from that time." 



COULD I KEEP THE GOOD NEWS P 

A New Zealaio) girl was brought over to England to be educated. She 
became a true Christian. When she was about to return, some of her playmates 
endeavoured to dissuade her. They said — " Why go back to New Zealand ? You 
are accustomed to England now. You love its shady lanes and clover fields. It 
suits your health. Besides, you may be shipwrecked on the ocean. You may be 
killed by your own people — everybody will have forgotten you." 

"What!" she said, "do you think I could keep the 'good news' to myself? 
Do you think that I could be content with having got pardon, and peace, and 
eternal life for myself, and not go and tell my dear uither and mother how they 
may get it too ? I would go if 1 had to swim there." 



A BOY'S SUBSCRIPTION. 

Sbtebal years ago, the Rev. was addressing a congregation in the western 

part of Pennsylvania. He had newly returned from India, and described with 
great power the wretchedness of the heathen, as they rush blindfold into the gulf 
of despair, with none to tell them of the way of life. How his other hearers were 
affected, I am unable to say, but among them was a boy, whom I shall call David, 
whose sigjhs and tears betrayed his inward emotion. A sigh may be as empty as 
the moaning of the wind, and tears are often but the soft spray from a transient 
wave of feeling, producing nothing, and reflecting nothing. But with David, 
feeling led to action. 

A paper was passed round to receive the names of those who promised to ^ive 
something to aid in the conversion of the heathen. 0IltVi^a,\i%^l^o^'«^^^»>s^!^"^2«Jssa». 



\ 



in a clear, bold hand, and over againBl it t)[ve\K£%<& %^'ni ^1 '"'' wi.^ ^^J^^axV ^^^ 
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no money, and at first was at a loss how to get any ; but pity for the perishing 
I sharpened his wits, and stimulated his exertions. It was harvest ; and he be- 
, thought himself of attempting t-o raise the money by gleaning the waste ears that 

lay scattered over his father's field. By the end of the week, a yellow heap of 

three bushels rewarded his industry. This realized three dollars, and after paying 
I his subscription, David had remaining twice as much as he had given, as the 
I Lord's blessing on a " cheerful giver." I 

But for David there was in store a yet greater blessing. He was brought 
' to know and rejoice in that Saviour whom he was so anxious to make known to 

the perishing heathen. 

How many of my young reader^ will give " a dollar " for the cause of missions ? 

— American Paper. 



THE NEW YEAR'S HYMN. 
Psalm xxxit. 3. 

Whatsoeveb time may bring, 
Whether weal or woe betide. 

Gratitude requires we sing 
Mercies past, and wants supplied — 

Ye the new-bom year who see, 

Magnify the Lord with me ! 

We through dangers have been brouglit, 
Seen and unseen, night and day ; 

Past deliverances wrought. 
His parental care display — 

Ye another year who see. 

Magnify the Lord with me ! 

And shall not the eye of faith 
See the future in the past ? 

Firm rely on all he saith. 

Trust his promise to the last — 

Ye another year who see. 

Magnify the Lord with me ! 

Universal blessings pour*d. 

With our several mercies came : 
Let us then with one accord. 
Joyfully exalt his name — 
y Ye the new-born year who see, 

^ Magnify the Lord with me\ 
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BIPE FOB HEAVEN. 

A BEAUTIFUL girl met a venerable old man on the roadside. The 
patriarch was stooping to pick up a pear which had dropped from a 
tree whose branches hung over the wall of an adjacent orchard. 

" Don't you get weary, sir, stooping so often, and living in such a 
poor old shed as you do ? " asked the maiden. 

The silvery-haired old man smiled, handing the young girl a few 
ripe pears, and replied : — 

" No, no, miss ; I don't weary. I'm just waiting, waiting. I think 
I'm about ripe now, and must soon fall to the ground ; and then, just 
think, the Lord will pick me up ! " 

"Wasn't that a beautiful expression of a beautiful faith ? To that 
old man, dying was simply dropping to the ground to be picked up 
by the Lord ! With such a conception of death, who would fear 
to die ? 

" The Lord will pick me up ! " Can you say that, young reader ? 
If you are ripe for heaven, yes ; if not, no. If you can adopt it, 
rejoice ; yea, rejoice greatly ; for you have won the prize of life. If 
not, then, as the old man (whom the Lord long since picked up) said 
to the young lady, so say I to you : — 

*' O friend, perhaps you are young yet, and just in blossom ; turn 
well round to the Sun of righteousness, that you may ripen sweet for I 
his service on earth, and for his preaenee rnVkfew^'CLV'^ 



/ 
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SOMETHING FOB JESUS. 

Savioub ! Thy dying love 

Tbou gavest me ; 
Nor should I ought withhold, 

Dear Lord, from Thee. 
My soul would humbly bow, 
My heart fulfil its vow, 
Some ofrrinu: bring Tbee now, 
Something for Thee. 

O'er the blest mercy-seat. 

Pleading for me. 
My feeble faith looks up, 

Jesus, to Thee. 
Help me the cross to bear, 
Thy wondrous love declare, 
Some song to raise, or prayer, 
Something for Thee. 

Give me a faithful heart — 

Likeness to Thee, 
That each departing dLay 
.. Henceforth may see 
Some work of love begun. 
Some deed of goodness done. 
Some sinful wand'rer won. 
Something for Thee. 

All that I am and have. 

Dear Lord, for Thee ; 
In joy, in pain, in life. 

In death, for Thee ; 
And when Thy face I see. 
My ransomed soul shall be, 
Through all eternity. 
Something for Thee. 



/ 
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A PAGODA IN SOUTHEBN INDIA* | 

OuB picture this month represents the ordinary slyle of architec- 
ture adopted by the idolaters of Southern India for their larger . 
pagodas or temples. A traveller in that part of the country cannot i 
fail to have his eye arrested by the peculiar outline of these vast ; 
buildings long before he reaches them. Towering far above the 
common dwellings of the people, and the tall palmvra and other lo% 
trees around them, they stand out in bold relief against the open , 
sky ; and as their summits, which are often profusely gilded, gleam 
with the first rays of the rising, or the last of the setting sun, they 
become objects too conspicuous and striking to be easily overlooked. 
Many of the accompaniments of idolatry seem fitted, by their little- 
ness and meanness, only to awaken the disgust of full-grown men ; ' 
but these massive pagodas have a difierent tendency. They awe the i 
spirit of the worshipper, and impress him with the grandeur and ' 
immoveability of that system of faith in which he has been brought 
up, and which has come down to him from venerated forefiAthem 
wno, centuries ago, reared these mightj^ structures. One of the 
largest and most magnificent pagodas m Southern India is that I 
which is built about five miles from Trichinopoly, on the island or \ 
peninsula called Seringham, between the two rivers, the Caveiy and { 
the Coleroon. "It consists of a central building, not large, but 
highly ornamented with sculptures, gilding, and valuable stoneg, and 
enclosed within seven square walls, each twenty-five feet high and | 
very thick, and about one hundred and twenty yards apart from each 
other. Besides common entrances, there are twenty very large and 
lofty triangular towers over as many gatewavs, each forming a highly 
ornamented pagoda. The circumference of the outer wall is about 
four miles, so that the enclosure occupies about a square mile. 
Besides the central building and the pagoda-like gateways, a great 
nimiber of sacred edifices are scattered about, some of wMch nave 
halls of vast size ; the fiat roof of one of them is supported by a 
thousand columns of carved granite. A great number of pilgrims 
resort to this temple annually, and nearly 8,000 Brahmins are 
permanent reBidenta.** I 
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A visit to a large pagoda is well calculated to impress the mind 
with the strength of that system which Christianity seeks to over- 
throw. A missionary who entered one of them said that the sight 
so affected him, that he could hardly keep himself from trembling. 
Nothing but faith in the Gospel, and in the omnipotence of God, 
could ever uphold the missionary's heart when he is thus confronted 
by Hindooism in its strength. But hy faith he can say, " Who art 
thou, O great mountain ? Before Zerubbabel, thou shalt become a 
plain." 



'I CAN SAVE SOMETHING.' 

A STOEY POB EIOH AND POOH. 



Thb February of 185- was cold and 
stomiy, and but few snowdrops and 
crocuses adoi*ned the gardens of Hazel- 
dean, as Mary and Arthur Grafton 
walked briskly beside their father, the 
superintendent, to our village Sunday 
school. It was a great occasion, for a 
missionary from India had promised to 
talk to the scholars that afternoon, and 
' ' anecdotes" were to be given. Mary and 
Ai-tliur were on the tiptoe of expecta- 
tion. The very idea of a missionary 

story was delightful, and as Mr. M 

was known to be kind, and cheerful, and 
clever, his address must be interesting. 

" I should have given sixpence if there 
had been a collection," said Arthur to 
his sister. 

"And so should I ; my new one, which 
Aunt Hester gave me," whispered Mary. 
"But there will be none this year, be- 
cause times are so hard." 

" Why don't you speak out ? " said her 
bi'^ther ; "papa knows all about it." 



"Of course ; but the Crofts are behind 
us, and they are poor." 

"Who told you so?" 

"Aimt Hester, who knows all about 
them. Their father is out of work, and 
their mother is quite blind. That eldest 
girl, Ellen, almost supports the family." 

"She does not look more than six- 
teen," said Arthur, as a tall, womanly 
girl, in a cotton gown and plaid shawl, 
passed by with a friendly, and yet re- 
spectful bow. 

"No, but she is as thoughtful and as 
clever as a woman," replied Mary. 
**Aunt Hester says her parents have 
seen better days, and are very respect- 
able ; and all the scholars think as much 
of her as if she had money." 

As Mr. Grafton and his children drew 
near the school-house, they saw the 
Crofts join themselves to a group of 
scholars at the comer of the buildirusTj, 
Ellen. bs\.d evi'^e'DiJOc^ Ni'^^w ^-k^^'^A^'v' 
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passed into the circle, and several voices 
asked, " Do you mean to propose it ?" 

The superintendent's children paused, 
for, as Ellen Croft said "Yes," a girl 
in Mary's class held up her finger and 
beckoned. 

"May we go over and heai* what it 
is?" asked Arthur, turning to his father. 

"Yes, I can trust Ellen Croft," said 
the superintendent. 

The brother and sister drew near, and 
listened eagerly. It appeared that Ellen 
Croft had formed some plan for mis- 
sionary effort, and was anxious to secure 
the aid of her companions. 

"I think we can do it if we ^ry," she 
said, "and if we ask God to help us." 

"It seems a deal of money, though, 
for children to give," said Bertha,— the 
child who had beckoned Mary Grafton 
and her brother to approach. 

"Not more than i-ixpence each," re- 
plied Ellen, "and we can all save that in 
a fortnight, if we try." 

"I can't," said a boy of ten, little 
Bertha's brother ; " and I don't see how 
yovL can, Ellen." 

"Don't be so rude, John Bi-iar," said 
his sister. "How do you know that 
Ellen can't save sixpence in a fortnight ?" 

"Because her father is out of work, 
and it's hard times," said John. 

"But still," said Ellen, "I can deny 
myself so as to save a halfpenny a day, 
and you — " 

She stopped, and Bertha finished the 
sentence by sajring that John could do 
without sweetmeats, and nuts, and 
orimges, and sugar, - of which, in a 



fortnight, he often bought a si 
worth. 

John, however, would make i 
mise, and Ellen turned to Ma: 
Arthur with an inquiry as to the i 
which they would be willing to 
bute. 

"We wish the money to be 8£ 
earned by the scholai-s in the ne: 
night," she explained. "A pres 
tained from parents will not do." 

"I think I could save a shilling 
little Mary. 

"And I a florin," cried Arthu 
least a florin." 

" And will you explain it to Mr 
ton ? " pursued Ellen. " We must 
his consent." 

"Have any of the other schohi 
mised?" asked Arthur Grafton. 

"I have asked nearly all the 
replied Ellen; "and one of my 
has promised that he will speak t 
of the boys. But the best plaji 
to ask Mr. Grafton to explain it fr 
desk." 

" I suppose the girls in your cL 
give pretty much," said Arthur, 
are all such big ones." 

" But some are very poor," said 
with a sigh. "However, I quite 
we shall do our utmost." 

The latter part of this conve 
had been held in the girls' school 
while Arthur and Ellen waited 
opportunity of speaking to Mr. G 
It was succeeded by silence, during 
the boy found himself wonderin 
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" wony," as lie called it, to give assist- 
ance to the missionaries. 

" God cannot require it of them," he 
thought, " for he has not given them the 
means of doing more than feed and 
clothe their bodies. I should almost 
think it would displease him to give 
away what we really want ourselves." 

As these ideas floated through his 
bi-ain he looked at Ellen, whose eyes 
wei-e fixed on a picture opposite, and» 
following her calm glance, was reproved. 
The engraving was highly coloured, for 
it had been purchased for the instruction 
of the little ones, and Arthur, who had 
helped to frame it, required no explana- 
tion of its lesson : — 

" And he looked up, and saw the rich 
men casting their gifts into the treasury. 
And he saw also a certain poor widow 
casting in thither two mites. And he said, 
Of a truth I say unto you, that this poor 
widow hath cast in more than they aU : 
for all these have of their abundance cast 
in unto the offerings of God ; but she of 
her penury hath cast in all that she 
had." 

It was, then, pleasing to God. The 
offerings of the poor were not rejected. 
It was decidedly right for Ellen Croft to 
deny herself, in order that she might 
help on the great work which was so dear 
to her heart. 

As Ai*thur decided this question, he 
perceived that Mr. Grafton was at leisure, 
and hastened to rejoin him and describe 
the character of the assistance which 
Ellen and her friends proposed to render 
to the mission. 



Then Mi-. Grafton looked inquiringly 
at Ellen, and drew her aside to say ex- 
actly what Arthui* had thought a few 
minutes earlier, "Does God require this 
of you?" 

* * Does he permit this ? " said EUen, un- 
consciously but gently correcting her 
questioner, " Yes sir, I am sure of it." 

" But can you spare it, — are you called 

upon ." Ml'. Grafton stopped. It 

seemed almost rude to remind her of her 
poverty, and yet he had heard so much 
about it that it seemed impossible to be 
silent. 

"I want to shai-e the privilege," ex- 
claimed EUen, with tears in her eyes. 
" It seems as if all my fellow-Christians 
were doing something for the heathen, 
and telling me to keep back because I 
am poor ! I can save something, sir, I 
can indeed." 

The superintendent pressed her 
hand in silence. He dared not hinder 
her, but as he went home that day to his 
well-spread table, the thought of Ellen 
Croft denying herself that she might 
"lend unto the Lord," presented itself 
so often that he began to question whe- 
ther he, too, might not save enough for 
an additional gift to the Great Giver of 
all. The result was a resolve to borrow, 
rather than purchase, certain books, and 
to forward the cash thus saved to the So- 
ciety. In this way, five poimds flowed into 
the coffers of the mission. Five pounds ! 
^ The'fortnightfpassed, and the time for 
Ellen Croft's collection came. On the 
last Sunday of tbkfc x^torcftJo.^ "vicft ^j^Sic \ 
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after a little talk with the superinten- 
dent, made their offering. And they 
gave liberally. Even John Briar, who 
had never before been known to give 
away a penny, brought two new four- 
penny-pieces for the mission, while Arthur 
and Mary Grafton — who had been saving 
to buy a new story-book, gave half-a- 
crown each, with smiles that were plea- 
sant to see. So many who were known to 
be very poor, denied themselves for the 
sake of the distant heathen, that the 
more wealthy members of the congrega- 
tion blushed for their own indifference, 
and sent more money to London that 
year than they had ever sent before. 



The hour in which Ellen Croft f 
solved to deny herself for the 
of the mission was a happy o 
Hazeldean. As generosity becamt 
common, and covetous ness more 
the good cause prospered, and the 
were built up and purified. Th< 
begun to understand how beautii 
the feet of him that bringetli 
tidings and publisheth peace ; and, 
glorious result of their awakenin 
Gospel message was heard in many 
and thoughts of Jesas found thei 
to many hearts. 

Eeader, cannot you save somethin 



MISSIONABY NEWS. 

It gives me very great pleasure to tell you that a kind lady, 
takes a deep interest iu young people, will write a letter to you e 
montli. The first appears in this number; and I am sure you 
read it with special interest. It is very kind of this lady to tak( 
trouble ; but she hopes to do you good, and I trust this hope 
not be disappointed. 

Some time ago I read a very interesting account of a little 
living in Assam, in the East Indies. I intend to give a few 
ticulars of her youth, of her conversion, her marriage, her d< 
I don't think this can be done in one letter, so you must try 
recoUect the substance of one, and then the next will fit on n 
to it. 

The name of this child was Harriet Elizabeth Martin, and she 
bom in Jaipur, Upper Assam, October, 1840. Her father 
about ten years after she was born, leaving five children, of w 
Sarriet was the eldest Througli t\xe ALm^ne^^ ol \i.Ti "Eai^^k o1 
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four of these children were placed at the Free School in Calcutta ; 
but Harriet remained at home with her mother. About this time 
a good missionary and his^ wife, named Whiting, heard of her, and in 
1852 they took her to live with them. 

She was very ignorant, but she was very teachable, and had a 
loving tender heart. On her arrival she was shown into a small 
room, where a bed had been prepared for her. Before she retired 
Mrs. Whiting asked her if she had ever been taught to pray to 
God. 

" No, Mem Sahib, I don't know what praying to God means." 

^' You know there is a God who made us, and takes care of us 
every day and night ; do you not ?'* 

" I know there is a Supreme Being above ; but I never heard He 
took care of us." 

" Have you never been told of a Saviour, who died for sinners ? " 

"No, Mem Sahib, I don't understaod about these things; I was 
never taught." 

In simple language Mrs. Whiting tried to explain our obliga- 
tions to God, and then asked her to kneel with her by the bed, and 
repeat after her the Lord's prayer. She did so; but afterwards 
said she was so amazed at the novelty of the proceeding, that she 
was continually raising her head from its bowed position, and with 
great difl&culty refrained from laughing outright. 

When Harriet had been about two months at Sibsago, Mr. 
Whiting was seized with jungle fever, and for the recovery of his 
health, took a voyage up the river with his family. As they were 
going along her kind friends took every opportunity of instruct- 
ing her in the great truths of the Christian religion. She seemed 
much interested. After speaking of the Saviour on one occasion, 
Mrs, Whiting asked, "Will you try to obey him, and become a 
Christian ?" "A Christian," she exclaimed, starting back, "no, never ! 
Mamma said, * Christians were low, outcast people,' and she told me 
never to become a Christian, and I promised her I would not." Thus 
you see, dear children, how strongly rooted pre^udia^ ^& ^ *"^siSk 
minds of children in India, and liow tWi xsxa'Csi'et?^ \»r^ x^-oi^^sje^^^KiK^ 
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ia the darkness of idolatry. Be thankful to &od that y(m were ni 
born there ! . 

In a few days after this conversation they reached Dibrooghor, ai 
when Harriet arrived at her old home, she bounded into the houa 
embraced her mother with great affection, and leading her to whei 
Mrs. Whiting was standing, said, '^ Mem Sahib, this is my mamma 

She was a good-natured, motherly-looking woman, with a quit 
manner that denoted self-respect, neatly dressed in a costume ha 
European, half native ; and she gave her visitor a cordial v^elcom 
The next day she came to see Mrs. Whiting, and told her somethii 
of her history. " I spoke to her of Christ,'* said Mrs. W., " ai 
Harriet listened most attentively to our conversation ; and whc 
I referred to heaven, she exclaimed, * Mamma, only those who a: 
Christ's disciples can go to heaven ? ' Her mother, with a hs 
amused expression, looked into her face, and replied, * If you cantea( 
so well, why don't you become one of Christ's disciples yourself! 
She hung her head abashed, and said not a word ; but when I sai 
* Are you willing your daughter should become a Christian ? ' si 
replied, * Yes, Mem Sahib.' * Harriet told me you made her promi 
never to become a Christian V * Yes I did, but then I did not kno 
what a Christian meant.' " They spent a few days at Dibroogh 
very pleasantly, and then returned to their own home. 

A few months after, Harriet's mother came to see her. She taug] 
her the Lord's prayer, read the Scriptures to her daily, and tl 
mother became so interested, that she promised, on her return, 
have a native teacher, and learn to read the Bible for herself. SI 
was faithful to her promise, and on her second visit the followii 
year, to Harriet's great delight, she was able to read the N€ 
Testament. 

Thus far the Scriptures seemed to have awakened this dear cbiU 
interest, but merely as something new and entertaining. She hi 
not made any application of their truths to her own heart. She hi 
not yet felt that she was a sinner. But in the latter part of tii 
year the Holy Spirit opened her understanding. She now saw h 
need of forgiveness, and became anxious for the salvation of her soi 
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Often she asked her friends to pray with her ; and sometimes her 
distress was so great that she joined audibly in the petitions offered 
on her behalf, and thus made them her own. 

And here I must leave off. Next time I write about Harriet, it 
will be to tell you of her having found joy and peace. Thus you see 
that the Book is just as good for heathen children as for you, and 
when they read it and believe what it says, they speak of it, think of 
it, and love it, quite the same as do pious children in our own land. 
Let us all do our best to send it to every child in the world. 

F.T. 

Mission House, 38^ Moorgate Street, December, 1861. 



INFANT MEMOBIALS. 

Deie Childben, — During my long life I have seen many youiig faces, and 
spent many happy hours in talking of the precious Redeemer to the children of 
oar Sabbath and day schools, and the young people in my Bible class. I wish you 
could have seen how quietly even the children in the infant school satt for half an 
liour, and how attentively they listened to the sweet story of the Saviour^s dying 
love, singing, at intervals, one or two of their favourite hymns. Some of them 
were called out of this world in infancy, and as I stood by their dying beds, and 
heard the expressions of love to Jesus which feU from their lips, I was forcibly 
reminded of the words of the Psalmist, " Out of the mouth of babes and sucklings 
hast Thou ordained strength.'' You know where to find this passage. Turn to 
it; and find also the occasion on which our Lord himself quoted it, and be 
encouraged yourselves, now, in your young and bright days, to seek the same 
Saviour, that you may know him, and love him, and praise him, not only by sing- 
ing " Hosanna " here, but by joining in that beautiful song which is sung in heaven, 
and which none can sing, or ever will sing, but such as are redeemed by Christ, 
and washed in his precious blood. You will find this song in the Book of Reve- 
lation : I do not tell you the chapter, as I like to give ifou the pleasure of finding 
it yourselves. 

I was lately looking over my papers, and found some notices of visits to my sick 
children, which I wiU now give you in as short and easy words as I can. They 
may please and, by Q-od's blessing, instruct you. Only let me say one word. If I 
tell you how peacefully some of our dear children have died, you must not think 
that all good children die ; nOf no, many such live long and happy lives ; and they 
all confirm the trutii of that text firom the Book of Proverbs — " Her ways (wis- 
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dom'8 ways) are ways of pleasantness, and all her paths are peace." Toa can fine 
the passage, and read the whole chapter, and commit it to memory. 

The notice my eye now rests on is dated June, 1848. Here it is. '* Our schooli 
have been thinly attended daring the past half-year. Many children ill witl 
measles and whooping cough. Several have died. Some gave pleasing proof o 
their love to Jesus, and that they were going to be with him. One little boy 

aged about five, I think, William C , was ill a long time. He took all tiu 

medicine so well ; medicine, you know, is not what children like. Willie was goo< 
and obedient, and took it all without crying. He was so meek and patient, too 
that eyer^ one loved him. Willie felt a great deal of pain. I once saw a neigh 
hour crymg to see how little Willie suffered ; but Willie did not complain. Hi 
often talked of Jesus, and all the pretty lessons he had learned at the infant school 
Willie and his little sister Ellen used to sing many of them together, when tb 
pain was not too great. Here is the first verse of one of Willie's favourites : — 

'GLOBY. 
' Around the throne of Gk>d in heayen. 

Thousands of children stand ; 
Children whose sins are all foxgiren, 
A holy, happy band : 

Singing, Glory, Glory, Glory.* 

You know this hymn, and can repeat it. A little before Willie died, his father and 
mother sat by his little bed, crying. They did not wish to lose Willie. "Hia fathei 
said, 'Willie, would you not hke to get well again, and live a long time here witli 
father and mother ? * And Willie said, * No, I am going to Jesus — I am going to 
heaven.' Willie could not speak much after this, but he asked Ellen to repeat hif 
hymns to him, which she did. Just before he died, Ellen sat on his bed and sung 
' Glory ' to him : Willie tried to sing it with her, and then gently passed away 
from this world to be for ever with the Lord. After his death, 1 told our children 

that they would see Willie C at school no more ; but if they loved Jesus thflj 

would meet him in heaven at last." 

So will you, if you believe in Jesus Christ who died to pardon all sinners, both 
young and old, both rich and poor. I trust the soul of our little infant scholai 
was washed and made white in the blood of the Lamb. Ask Jesus thus to wash 
away all your eins. He ioill^ for he came from heaven on purpose to save sinners: 
he can, for he is God as well as man, and has " all power in heaven and in eartL" 
You remember what he says for your comfort, " Su£fer the little children to come 
unto me, and forbid them not, for of such is the kingdom of heaven." 

I am your loving friend, 

E.B. 

Heathfield, Felruary, 1862. 
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WHAT ONE CHINESE CONVERT CAN DO. 

About five years ago, a Chinese convert came to Hong Kong from Pok-lo, a 
town about a hundred miles in the interior, in the Quang-tong province. He had 
been converted through the labours of a colporteur, and sought the missionaries 
fop advice and instruction. He was baptized and instructed, and shortly returned 
to his native town. The next year he came again, bringing with him a new con- 
vert, who had been brought to Christ by his teaching ; the next year, and the 
next, he came again, each time with two converts. Early in 1860 he came a fifth 
time, bringing nine converts for baptism, and in the spring of that year a mis- 
sionary visited the place, and baptized forty-four more. At the commencement of 
the present year the aged Christian came again with sixteen more; and on a 
subsequent visit, the missionaries, Messrs. Chalmers 'and Legge, found a people 
prepared for the Lord. A great number offered themselves for admission, and a 
chapel and mission house were to be purchased and fitted up at once, the Chinese 
in Hong Kong furnishing the means. Such a movement is unprecedented in 
China, and we may well hope it is but the precursor of still more glorious progress 
for truth. 



SMALL STONES NEEDED. 

The living stones, of which the church of Christ is constructed, are not neces- 
sarily of the same size, nor are they employed to edify the same parts of the 
building. Did you never see a country house built of stones of all sizes and 
shapes, from the rock to the pebble, round, square, long, short, all chinked and 
plastered in together, and forming a warm, substantial building ? Just so it is 
with the members of a community ; the big stones make a great show, and go a 
great deal further towards making up the great structure. But they would look 
very woe-begone if the little ones should rebel, and conclude they were of no use, 
and drop out. What a ragged, desolate habitation, fit for owls and bats, they 
would leave behind them ! The stones in the heavenly temple are all living stones, 
not all £ireat ones. 



GIVING GOLD TO THE LORD. 

lost interesting gifts that we have heard of for a 

j^/xooouicu uj » very poor woman at Brighton. After a missionary .x.»v«.ug *^ vx«.w 

town, one of the poorest widows in the parish where it was held brought a 

sovereign to her pastor as her offering. He knew her deep poverty, and declined 
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to receive it, saying tiiat she must not think of giying so much, for he was sure she 
could not afford it. Her countenance fell ; she appeared disappointed and dis- 
tressed ; and with irresistihle eloquence— the eloquence of a fuU heart — she thus 
pleaded with him to accept it : " Oh ! sir," she said, " I hare often giren copper 
to the Lord, and two or three times I have had the pleasure of giving silver ; but 
it has been my earnest desire to hare the great happiness of giving gold onoe 
before I die. I have long been engaged in saving every little mite that I could 
spare, that I might give this sovereign to-night. You must take it for the 
mission." 

Her pastor could no longer refuse the gift. It was added to the colleotioii^ibe 
precious offering of a loving heart. 

Header, never be content with giving that to the Lord which costs yoci nothing. 
He gave himself for you ! 

" Love so amazing, so divine, 
Demands my soul, my life, my all.** 



A LITTLE CHILD MAY BE USEFUL. 

I MAY, if I have but a mind, 

Do good in many ways ; 
Plenty to do the young may find, 

In these our busy days. 
Sad would it be, though young and small. 
If I were of no use at all. 

One gentle word that I may speak, 

Or one kind, loving deed, 
May, though a trifle poor and weak, 

il^ve like a tiny seed : 
And who can tell what good may spring: 
From such a very little thing. 

Then let me try, each day and hour^ 

To act upon this plan : 
What little good is in my power. 

To do it while I can. 
If to be luseful thus I try, 
I may do better by-and-bye. 
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A SAD SCENE IN AFBICA. 

It was said in one of the Psalms many years ago, " The dark places of the 
earth are full of the habitations of cruelty." They are just as full of such habita - 
lions now as they were then, and this is one of the reasons why we should send 
missionaries to all the heathens. A short time ago a missionary in Africa left his 
home to preach the Gospel in some towns several miles away from the mission 
station. As he entered one town his attention was attracted by two women, 
whose conduct was very light and trifling, and who appeared to be watching some 
object under the eaves of the opposite house. What was that shapeless object 
they were looking at ? He drew near to see. It was a poor Little boy, about 
three years old, reduced almost to a skeleton, but still breathing. Eveiy rib in 
his little body might be seen, while his back appeared to be broken. By his side 
there was a raw cassada (a kind of root somewhat like a potato), and a little gourd 
holding water, which, with his poor thin hand, he was trying to lift to his mouth. 
But the strength of the Uttle fellow was imequal to it, and his low wailings of dis- 
tress were most piteous, and filled the heart of the missionary with distress. He 
pointed the laughing women to the sufferings of the poor cliild, but they laughed 
aU the more at his concern. He then learned that the child was an orphan, and 
had become the charge of one of the women of the family. Either through her 
neglect or from disease it had become this miserable object, and only a trouble to 
her, and she had left it there to die while she went to her farm in the bush ! 

Two or three native Christian young men were with the missionary, who pro- 
posed to take the child to a little out-station on the opposite side of the lake and 
take care of it. What a contrast between the conduct of these young Christians 
and that of the women who had left that child to die, not caring what might 
become of it ! And what made the difference ? Only the blessed GK>spel ; the 
entrance into their hearts of the knowledge of Him whose name is love. 
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LITTLE BY LITTLE, 

One step and then another, 

And the longest walk is ended ; 
One stitch and then another, 

And the largest rent is mended ; 
One brick upon another, 

And the highest wall is made ; 
One flake upon another, 

And the deepest snow is laid. 

So the little coral-workers. 

By their slow but constant motion. 
Have built those pretty islands 

In the distant dark-blue ocean ; 
And the noblest undertakings 

Man's wisdom hath conceived. 
By oflvrepeated efforts 

Have been patiently achieved. 

Then do not look disheartened 

O'er the work you have to do, 
And say that such a mighty task 

You never can get through ; 
But just endeavour day by day 

Another point to gain, 
And soon the mountain which you feared 

Will prove to be a plain. 

" Home was not builded in a day,'* 

The ancient proverb teaches ; 
And Nature, by her trees and flowers, 

The same sweet sermon prea<^hes. 
Think not of far-off duties, 

But of duties which are near ; 
And having once begun to work, 

Besolve to persevere. 




I 



I 
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DB. CABEY'S SHOE-SHOP. 

In a former number of this magazine we gave a picture of 
Carey's birth-place. This month we are able to give a view oi 
humble shoe-shop at Hackleton where the afterwards great and 
man first learnt the " art and mystery " of shoemaking, — thoug 
must say that it appears to have been the only thing that he die 
learn well; for tradition tells us, that though he could make 
shoes, he could never manage to make them the same size. Evei 
own estimate of himself as a shoemaker does not seem to have 
a high one, for we are told that, many years afterwards, being 
dinner, where he was in some way taunted with having been a g 
maker, he said somewhat quickly, " Wo, sir, only a cobbler ! " 

At Hackleton, in the shop represented on the other side, C 
was apprenticed to one Clark Nichols. In the little collectio 
books in this shoemaker's shop he found a commentary on the '. 
Testament, which was interspersed with Greek words. He 
ignorant of the Greek alphabet, but he made a rude delineati( 
the characters which occurred in his reading. In the villag 
which his father resided there lived a journeyman weaver, of 
name of Tom Jones, who had received a liberal education at 
derminster, with a view to the medical profession, but had 
constrained, throuo;h the unsteadiness of his habits, to seek a li 
hood by manual labour. When young Carey could obtain permi 
to visit his father, he took the Greek words he had copied to J' 
and obtained a translation of them, and was thus led forward to 
tivate the language. 

His master died about two years after his apprenticeship 
menced, and he engaged himself as a journeyman shoemaker 
Mr. Old, who is described as a " worthy and respectable man." 
Eev. Thomas Scott, the author of the well-known commentar 
the Bible, was in the habit of paying pastoral visits to the &1111 
Mr. Old, and it is recorded that on one of these occasions *^ Mr. 
entered the room with a sensible-looking lad in his working-ai 
Young Carey's attention was riveted while Mr. Scott addressee 
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of rustics, and he exhibited great intelligence. He said little, 
ccasionally asked appropriate questions with much modesty, 
led Mr. Scott to remarS to those around him that the youth 
prove no ordinary character." At a subsequent period, when 
cott had occasion to pass the old shop where Mr. Carey had 
3mployed in making shoes, he observed to those who were with 
'that was IVIr. Carey's College ;'* and seldom has so humble a 
e turned out so. distinguished a graduate, 
lat Carey, the shoemaker of Hackleton, became, it is not need- 
? us to tell our young readers. His history shows from how 
beginnings ^reat things may come. It is interesting to know 
1; was while he was at Hackleton he was first invited to preach. 
Hackleton he was invited to Earl's Barton, which was his first 
•ate. God be praised, that, even while in obscurity. He knew 
im Carey, and knew the great work for which he was fitted, 
hich He meant him to do I * 



ON TROPHIES. 

A. CHAPTEE FOE BOYS. 
>w happy Mr. Jarvis must be I" ! friend, Walter Stuart, was a clever fel- 
led Frank "Worthington. ; low, and would be able to "take him 
ly?" ; up," as he called it, if he chanced to 

make a rash answer. However, the 
truth came out at last, "He would travel 
for travel's sake.*' 

" In other words, for adventure. ^^ 



, going out as he does to explore 

;ions, and so forth. Of aU things 

dUke to travel!" 

d with what motive?" 

.tive?" 

s — ^why would you travel ?" 



k hesitated, for he knew that his | ** Trophies. 



"That's about it!" 
* And what would you bring back ?" 



he engravinef which we give this month is copied, by permission of the 
from one which appears in Old Jonathan for February. It ia said to have 
iken from an original drawing, made nearly fifty years since, by the late Mr. 
, of Olney. In another number we shall complete \.\»a ^«t?«.^ qH ^wg^^ass^. 
n^ a view of Careys dwelling-house at PiddingloTi. 
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'*Wliy *ah*? Is thei*e any hanii in 
trophies?" asked Frank impatiently. 

His fi'iend smiled, shook his head, 
turned over the leaves of the book on 
African travel which had set young 
"Worthington ** a-thinking," and re- 
marked that "everything depended — " 

"On what?" asked Frank. 

"On the kind of trophy which you 
covet," replied the other. "If, for ex- 
ample, you refer to lions' skins — " 

"I do, for one thing. I should like 
to bring home a few." 

"And elephants' teeth ? " 

"As many as I could get." 

"And gold?" 

"Ah, that/'* Frank stopped, for he 
liad two cousins in Australia, and it had 
long been his wish to join them, and go 
to the "diggings." When he resumed 
the conversation, it was to say, "A 
month at Ballarat for me ! " 

"I expect you will turn out a miser," 
said Walter, gravely. 

"Not I! What I like is the excite- 
ment, and, as you said just now, the 
adventure/ Imagine what a life one 
could lead in Kew Zealand, for example. 
I think I shall go there if I give up Mel- 
bourne,— eh ? " 

"If you asked my advice, I should say 
—don't think of it." 

" Of course you would, for you are a 
regular old stay-at-home ; but I am of an- 
other stamp," cried Worthington. " As 
soon as I leave school," he continued, 
"I am off. I shall be seventeen then, 
and fit for anything; and I shall go 



I away somewhere and make 
I tune." 

" And if you succeed — ''' 
, ' ' Don't * if.* I mean to do it 
years from this time I shall 
about twenty thousand pounds 
''How different your ambiti< 
mine," remarked Walter, a fe^ 
after this "prophecy." "I si 
be satisfied unless I do somethi 
, than make a fortune." 
I "What can be better?" 
; * Winning souls for Christ." 
Frank looked up suddenly. 
I now his turn to say "Ah I " an 
i it seriously. 

j "*He that goetli forth and 

I beaiing precious seed, shall 

I come again with rejoicing, bri 

sJieares with, him.' Those are th< 

I long to win," said Walter. ** 

truly glorious." 

"You are thinking of such 
Livingstone and Moffat," remi 
friend; "and I confess that 3 
sionary has a better motive for 1 
than any other ; but, you see, '. 
a missionary." 

"Do you wish to be one ? " 
"Why, no. It doesn't seem 
for a fellow to be jolly if he 
with religion; and I like being y 
" What do you mean ? " 
"By what?" 

" By saying that you like to b 

" Oh, I can't tell,— ^good- temp 

merry, and ready to put up -w 

thing: pou know what I m 

enough ! " 
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laps I do, at any rate I ought; for 
in call me a jolly good fellow, 
u?" 

:oiirse, and so you are, — always 
3 lend, or to spend, or to give, 
any reasonable tiling for a friend 
ulties. There is not a better 
1 in the school than old "Wat 

dk you. I asked for praise, and 
3 given it heartily. Now let me 
why I asked it. / am religious" 
smiled, and said, "I know it.** 
id continued. 

•efore, according to your own 
, it is possible to be * jolly,* in 
sense of the term, and at the 
le religious ! " 

ppose you are right, but I have 
many starched-up professors of 
that I have a notion I won't 
f thing to do with it." 
on the principle on which you 
^ve up the search after gold 
so many peculiar people have 
rtunes ! " 

3 your drift ; but surely making 
lid becoming a Christian are two 
erent things." 

f ai-e; but, according to your 
;oning, you ought to despise both 
jr. If you will not lay up trea- 
heaven because persons whose 
:loes not please you are doing so, 
it, to be consistent, refuse also 
ip treasure upon earth, since 
zh. men are extremely stiff and 

e, and Til think about it^'' mid 



"Worthington. " Fom certainly are a 
capital fellow, your religion notwith- 
standing !" 

"Or rather, my religion helping,*^ in- 
terrupted Walter. "Whatever in me is 
worth praise is Grod's," he added reve- 
rently. 

'* Do you think / shall ever be head of 
the school?" asked Frank. 

" Yes, if you will only be steady and 
honourable." Frank stiuiied. 

" Hmomable .?" 

** Yea, * doing to others as you would 
have them to do to you,** explained the 
senior. 

" Well, I must try ; but I shall never be 
able to come it like you ! " cried Frank. 

"You will, with the same assistance." 

"But how can I get it?" 

"Do you not pray?" 

Frank blushed. " The fellows in our 
room are not like Barnes and Morris," 
he began. 

"And you are afraid?" 

"Not exactly; but, they would laugh. 
You know they would." 

" Just the old story ! " exclaimed Wal- 
ter. " You are a coward I ** 

Young Worthington drew back. " No 
other fellow dare call me so," he re- 
marked ; " but I forgive you." 

" It is for your own sake that I speak 
plainly," continued Walter; "soon we 
shall part, and perhaps have the world 
between us." 

"How so?" cried his friend. "You 
are goin<;; to settle in Leeds." 

"I have given up Leeds," said Walter; 
" I intend to be a missionary." 



\ 



Si 
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Frank was too much astoniulied to 
reply. They had entered the school- 
house before he spoke again, to say, "I 
envy you." 

"Don't do that," whispered Stuart. 
**It is useless. But if you think I am 
wise, take my advice about prayer." 

"I will," replied Worthington, firmly, 
and he kept his word. 

Years have passeil. Walter Stuart is 



a preacher of the Gk>spel, and Fnmk 
Worthington is head of the school 
There is some probability that ihe latter 
will, in due time, become a missionaiy; 
and, since we have reason to believe thil 
he is a Christian, we say, '* God grant 
it! "heartily. 

Are there no boys amongst our readen 
who -will give up all for Chiist ? 



MISSIONABY NEWS. 
HAEEIET'S CONVERSION. 

Last month we left our little friend in an inquiring state of mind. 
She was greatly concerned about her soul. But she was not hap^j. 
At this time Mr. Whiting started on a preaching tour, and Harriet 
went with him. One day, after a long and tiresome journey, her 
anxiety overcame all sense of weariness, and at evening worship she 
wept much. The next morning, having left their tent, the poor 
child stole back to it alone, and there poured out her heart to &mL 
They then went on their journey, and subsequently came to Jorhai 

"While Mrs. Whiting was resting in an inner room, Harriet came 
in and said, " Mem Sahib, there is something I want to tell you very 
much.*' " Tell me now, while I am resting." " I am so happy, I 
cannot express it." " What makes you happy ?" " Jesus has fof«- 
given my sins." " Why do you think he has forgiven your sins ?" 
" I feel it in my heart. The burden is all gone." Wdl might her 
kind friend weep tears of joy as she listened to these words, which 
plainly showed that Harriet had been taught as the truth is in Jesus, 

From that day Harriet read the Scriptures with a different 
interest ; not simply as something new and pleasing, but as a^ guide 
— as a rule of life — as the teachings o? her a«riour. To hep djing 
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day her acceptance with God was never doubted. He had chosen 
her as one of his children. 

About a year after this she made a public profession of her faith 
in Christ by baptism, and was united to the little church at Sibsagor. 
She always referred to this day as the happiest of her life ; and the 
anniversaries of her conversion and baptism, and the first day of the 
new year, were observed as special seasons of self-examination and 
prayer. On one occasion, when lamenting the coldness of her love 
to Jesus, she was asked if she never neglected her secret devotions. 
" No, I never neglect them, but sometimes my mind is not in them ; 
and sometimes when I pray, worldly thoughts creep in, which show 
that my heart is not right." Ah ! dear children, Harriet's experience 
is just the same as that of good children in England. 

Soon after her union to the Church, her mother paid her another 
visit. It was a pretty sight to see the daughter, humbly but earnestly, 
explaining to her mother the Scriptures she was reading. It was 
a source of great comfort to her, when the mother returned home, 
that she could now read for herself the good book. These visits were 
repeated, and ere Harriet died, she had the joy of hearing her mother 
avow her faith in Jesus. 

Harriet was diligent, and made good progress in her studies. She 
seldom forgot any duty. It was a privilege to watch her Christian 
course, and to see her struggling against temptation, and conquer it, 
looking alone to Jesus for help. Eeligion was her delight. She 
usually went out with her kind friends on their mission tours, and 
there was no work she loved better than telling the poor heathen 
wome^L of Jesus. She might often be seen surrounded by a group of 
women and girls, her Bible open, and looking tenderly upon them, 
entreating them to believe in Christ. 

A fine sphere of usefulness opened for Harriet when her friends 
took charge of the girl's boarding school. The children soon became 
warmly attached to her, and made her their confidant in all their 
little troubles. They caJled her sister. "While they loved her, and 
trusted her, they knew very well that she would never connk^ j^i \ 
disobedience or sin. During the abaexiCQ ol "^t, wA"\&s?&»*^^'^s&i»s^ 
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she used to have the entire charge of the school, and she fulfilled her 
trust most faithfully. She wrote to them every week. " I am," she 
wrote on one occasion, " surrounded by temptation, so that I miut 
continually look to my loving Saviour for wisdom and strength, and 
I feel that he will direct and keep me." How soon do those who are 
taught of Qod grow in grace and in the knowledge of Christ Jesus ! 

So her days passed on, usefully employed in doing good, when in 
1859 she reached her nineteenth year. She was a lovely girl, with 
winning manners, and amiable temper. To these were added great 
conscientiousness and firmness of principle. When she felt a thing 
to be right, nothing could induce her to yield. No wonder that she 
was beloved and respected ; and no great marvel either, that she "was 
sought in marriage by Sergeant Martin, overseer of the public 
works. She consented to become his wife, and the 8th of March 
was fixed for her wedding-day. 

And here I must leave oft*. You will be longing to hear the rest. 
It will come in due course ; but meanwhile think of what you have 
read, and may God bless it to you. 

F. T. 

MiMion Hoase, 33, Moorgate Street, February, 1862. 



HABBIET K . 

Dbab Childben,— My acquaintance with Harriet K began eoma yetrt 

since, in our Sabbath school. Her father sent her and two or three gi her elder 
sisters there. He was a tailor, a good workman, and might have supported his 
family well ; but he had been a drunkard, and had long spent at the puolio-houe 
the earnings which rightfully belonged to his wife and ^ildren. Mrs. K wis 

a tidy, industrious woman, but broken-hearted ; the children were ill-clothecl, and 
often seen crying for bread : so true is that saying of the wise man, "The dronJuvd 
and the glutton shall come to poverty." Find out that verse, and a few more on 
the subject, in the holy Scriptures, especially one which says, ** Drunkards ahaU 
DOt inherit the kingdom of God." May the lesson they teaoh be written on your 
tender heart! By God's blessing you will soon be men and women; ask him, bj 
IUb grace and Spirit^ to keep you from ever falimg mto «o ^o\]i «. «ui. This is only 
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one of the many sad and harrowing Bcenes I have witnessed ; it would make your 
heart ache were I to detail more. One thing is certain, were the sums whicn are 
yearly spent on unnecessary drink given to the Missionary Societies, we should 
have the various secretaries saying, as some good men said when the Tahemacle 
was heing prepared in the wilderness, " The people hring ihuch more than enough 
for the service of the work which the Lord commanded to make." 

While on the suhject of drunkenness let me say, never forget that your strengtii 
to resist this temptation, or any other, must come from Gtod ; lift up your heart to 
him in prayer, thus, " Hold thou me up, and I shall he safe." 

To return to Mr. K . He had lately gone to hear the Gospel preached by 

a faithful clergyman, who gave up his living and came out of the Church of 

England for conscience* eake. Through the grace and mercy of Q-od Mr. K 

received the Gospel into his heart. He became a changed man ; no more drunken- 
ness, nor swearing, nor quarrelling ; in passing his house one might hear the voice 

of praise and thanksgiving ; and if one looked in, there was K hard at work on 

his long board, with his Bible beside him, that he might refresh his spirit with 
some precious promise during the hours of labour. One thing more I must tell 

you of the father, and then I will return to his little daughter. Mr, K had 

now learned to prize that "Pearl of Days," the Sabbath. He could carry out no 
more work on the Lord's day, and another thing pressed on his mind heavily. 
" Wife," he said one day, " do not let us have any more Sunday dinners baked at 
the baker's or cooked at home. I want all to go to chapel, and enjoy the day of 
rest. Cannot we have our Sunday dinner on another day ? " This was gladlj 
done, and Wednesday henceforth became the day on which the family looked for 

a better dinner than usual Mr. K was right ; much as it is to be wished 

that every family in England could enjoy a really good dinner once a week or once 
a day, it must be for a lamentation that so many oblige the baker to carry on his 
worldly business on the Lord's day. We pity the heathen who have no Sabbath, 
but toil on, every day alike, until they drop into an untimely grave. We try to 
give them a Sabbath, by sending them the good news of the Lord of the Sabbath, 
while a class of our own countiymen work on like Chinamen without any proper 
rest. The labourer has his day in seven for rest ; other tradesmen have their day 
of rest ; should we not like to see the Sunday-dinner baker and others enjoying 
their full day of rest, going with us to the house of God, and singing in the words 
of the good and great Judge Hale : — 

" A Sabbath well-spent. 
Brings a week of content, 

And health for the toils of the morrow ; 
But a Sabbath profaned. 
Whatever is gained f^ 

Is a certain forerunner of sorrow." 

The conversion of Mr. K made a little Bt\r m t\i!b Xo^xi, ^\afe^"«fi^^'^*'^^^'® 



38 THX JUTSNILX 11I88IOKABY HXBALD. 

must be something in the religion that so changes a man ; he is never seen at the 
ale-house, and as to his cottage, His like a little heaven." They admired the grace 
of God in him. 

** Wonders of grace to Qod belong, 
Bepeat his mercies in your song." 

Calling to see the family some time after the change referred to, I found the 
spiritual awakening had not been confined to the father. One Qf the elder gizis 
nad become thoughtful, and Harriet, the joungest, was intent on eeeking the sal- 
ration of her soul. As I have told jou so much about her father, which I hope 
may not be lost upon you, I will leave further notice of the girl until next monra, 
if it please God. In the mean time let me say one thing, — always answer my 
Scripture questions to your teacher, if you are in a Sabbath-school, or to your 
parents, if you are not. They will be pleased. I may tell you some day why I 
ask you to do this, and am 

Your loving friend, 

E.B. 

Heathfield, March, 1862. 



/ 



WHAT HEATHEN WILL DO FOB THE '' BEMISSION 

OP SINS/' 

The October number of the Oriental Christian Spectator gives an instructive, 
if melancholy, account of the last days of a high-bom Hindoo lady, which is 
worthy of a wide circulation. The lady, Baka Eai by name, was of the royal 
&mily of Nagpore ; and so influential was her position in that province, that a 
word from her would have rendered its annexation in 1853 a matter of some diffi- 
culty; but, we are told, she was too far-seeing and prudent to measure har 
strength with the Eritbh Government, and, even in the most critical mouths- of 
the disturbances in Korthem India, none could tempt her to swerve from her 
policy of friendship or submission. A woman of this stamp was not likely to be a 
mere superstitious, weak-minded devotee ; yet here is the description supplied to 
us of her religious services : — 

" Hising at five A.M., she devoted the early hours of the day to the worship of 

oows and the tulsi tree, after which she sat down to repeat the names of her gods^ 

and, with the help of her rosary, to mark her progress. When interrupted, was 

ready to converse with any one on worldly business. In the forenoon she ?ras 

waited on bf ber prieatB, when she bathed, adored t\ie wcm, ^^KAoiitftd <iflGbriB^ at 
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the shrines of her idols, and listened to poems in their praise. Having repeated 
her homage to the sun and a cow, she went round a certain numher of ants* hills, 
and fed the tiny insects with sugar. This was followed hy the worship of 
Brahmans. Those who had assisted in her devotions were joined by others, who 
sat down with them to dinner in the Palace. Before they commenced, the old 
lady, approaching the first, applied to his forehead the coloured mark usually made 
on idols, set before him a small spoonful of water, into which he thrust his toe, 
and ended by presenting him with an ofifering of bel leaves, flowers, and money. 
When she had thus gone through the whole company with the holy water that 
each Brahman had manufactured, she retired to an adjoining room, and drank it 
off for the remission of her sins. In the afternoon alms were distributed to the 
poor. The evening, when she partook of her only meal, witnessed proceedings 
similar to those of the forenoon, especially the adoration of cows. Every day did 
this zealous adherent of the Furanas spend at least twelve hours in the rites of her 
religion, and at her own expense entertained fifteen Brahmans, and double the 
number of Gosains, and, in addition, all the priests and mendicants fed by the 
Rajah." 

How should we admire the devotedness of these people in the worship of their 
false gods, and how should we try to lead them to that true G-od, whom to know 
is life eternal ! 



A HALFPENNY A DAY. 

One million of persons contributmg one halfpenny a day, would raise daily a 
mission fund of £2,000. In one year this would amount to nearly £750,000. At 
a salary of £100 a year, this would keep in the field 7,300 missionaries. Or two 
millions of Christians contributing one halfpenny a day, would keep in the field 
14,500 missionaries. 

This system adapts itself to the poor, and gives to all and every one alike 
opportunity of glorifying God with their substance. It asks not for rich nor great 
gifts. Could the yoke of Christ be made more easy, or his burden more light, than 
this system makes it ? Who through the day would feel himself the poorer for 
the want of the halfpenny which in the morning he dropped into the mission- 
box? 

One halfpenny a day would preach the Gospel to ey«t^ ^tSRfcasft* '^cs^^'^xss*' 
be given ?-^American Messenger. 
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THE CHBISTIAN BBAHMIN. 

A OONYBBTED Brahmin, named Dondaba, had, on his baptism, lost his 1 
bis fields, his wdls, his wife, and his children. Although a Mahratta, he 
Bofficient Hindoostani to understand me when I asked him how he bo 
Borrows, and if he were supported under them. 

" Aj" he said, " I am often asked that ; but I am neyer asked how I bear 
for I have joys within with which a stranger intermeddles not. The Lord J 
he added, ^* sought me out, and found me, a poor, stray sheep, in the jungle 
brought me to his fold, and he will never leave me. To whom else should 
if I were to leave him ? *' 



TO-DAY. 



Lo, here hath been dawning 
Another blue day ; 

Think, wilt thou let it 
Slip useless away ? 

Out of Eternity 

This new day was bom ; 
Into Eternity 

It floon will return. 

Behold it aforetime 

No eye ever did : 
So soon it for ever 

From all eyes is hid. 

Here hath been dawning 

Another blue day : 
Think, wilt thou let it 
Slip useless awayj 
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HUMILITY BEFORE HONOUR. 

Dr. Mobbisok was, as our young readers know, a distinguished 
missionary in China. As his labour was great, and almost too much 
for one man, for he translated the whole Bible into Chinese, he sent 
home to the society in • England to send out a young missionary to 
help him. When they got his letter, they set to work to inquire 
among their friends for the right kind of young man to go to China 
as a missionary to help Dr. Morrison. After a while, a young man 
from tlje country — a pious young man, who loved Jesus Christ— came 
and offered himself. He was poor ; had poor clothes on; and looked 
like a countryman, rough and unpolished. He was introduced to the 
gentlemen of the societyj and had a talk with them. They then said he 
might go out of the room, till they consulted with each other about 
him. When his back was turned, they said they were afraid the young 
man would never do to help Dr. Morrison ; that it would not do to 
send him as a missionary, as he was but a rough countryman. Finally, 
they said to one of their number. Dr. Phillips :— " Doctor, you go 
out and tell the young man that the gentlemen do not think him fit to 
be a missionary ; but if he would like to go out as a servant to a mis- 
sionary, we will send him." 

The Doctor did not quite like to do it, but he told the young man 
they thought he had not education enough, and lacked a great many 
other things necessary to a missionary ; but if he would go as a 
servant, they would send him out. He quietly said : — " Very well, 
sir, if they don't think me fit to be a missionary, I will go as a 
servant. I am willing to be a hewer of wood, or a drawer of water, 
OP dp anything to advance the cause of my Heavenly Master." 

He was sent as a servant. But he did not stay one. After a 
while, be got to do what he longed to do, to preach the Gospel ; and 
be became the Bey. Dr. Milne, one of the best and greatest mis- 
sionaries that ever went to any country. 

What a beautiful lesson t 
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ABB YOU IN WOBKP 

The low tuft-grass is not a stately tree, 
Nor yet a lovely and all-fragrant rose. 
It yields no nectar to the grateful bee, 
Nor fashions for their transit o'er the sea 

The hearts of oak, revered by friends and foes. 

But think of it as lightly as you will, 
Passing it over in your careless tread. 

It has its own peculiar place to fill ; 

And humble as its work appeareth, still 

Nor oak nor rose could do that work instead. 

So, youthful Christian, through life's transient day, 

There is a special work marked out for you. 
It may be of the lowliest kind ; it may 
Be such as shall the loftiest powers display. 
But none besides yourself your work can do. 

Then bend in meekness at your Saviour's throne, 

And seek to learn the purpose of his grace ; 
Ask Him who has so oft your duty shown. 
To point you out the work that is your own. 
And tell you where to find your proper place. 

-** What wilt thou have me do ?" With single eye 
To your Redeemer's glory, work for him ; 

Illumined every moment from on high, 

Strive in each action Grod to glorify, 

Nor let one thought of self life's radiance dim. 

Work, work, nor covet an ignoble rest ; 

Allow no sloth thy spirit to beguile. 
Those love the Saviour most who serve him best, 
And he who blesses others shall be blest 

With the full sunshitie o£ loia a^nova^^ ^\s£^. 
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BB. OABEY'S DWEIJiINa HOXTSS. 

O5 the other side we give the last of our short series ai y 
illustrative of the early life of our great missionorv, Dr. Carey. 
first of the views, which we gave last year, was a view of Carey's 1 
ble birthplace ; our last number contained a view of his shoe-sho 
Hackleton ; the house of which we now give a picture, was 
house at Fiddington, where he lived a short time after leaving Ha< 
ton, before he took the pastorate of the little church at Mou! 
We are sorry to say that no very pleasant associations are conne 
with this residence at Fiddington.* It was situated, says his bic 
pher, in a swamp, and the miasma brought on ague and fever, w 
rendered him prematurely bald. The reason why he left Hackl 
for Piddiogton was, that trade at the former place had become 
and that he had been obliged to sell off his stock at great sacri 
At the same time he had been attacked with fever, which had I 
about him for eighteen months. While in this enfeebled Btat< 
had frequently been obliged to travel from place to place, to dis 
of his goods to procure bread. He was reduced at Hackleton to 
greatest distress, and was only rescued from starvation by the a 
tion of a brother, who made over to him whatever he could spai 
his own scanty earnings. All this occurred before he was twe 
four years old. At twenty-four and a half, he removed to Moul 
thence to Leicester ; thence to India. 

We have traced with the more interest the early history of Wil 
Carey, because during all these times of trial, God was training 
for the great work he had to accomplish. It was at Moulton tha 
first entertained the thought of preaching the Gospel to the heat 
It was, we are told, from the perusal of " Cooke's Voyages round 
World," and while employed in giving instruction to some pupi] 
geography, that he was led to contemplate the moral and spiritua 
gradation of the heathen, and to form the design of communica 

* This engraving, like that of last month, is copied, bj pennission of tlie ec 
from Old Jonathan for February, It is taken from an original drawing, i 
nearly £fty years ainoe, by the late Mr. Clarke, of Olney. 
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the Gk)8pel to them. What came of that design, we all know. Let 
us thank God for Williatn Carey ! " The weak things of this world, 
and things despised, Gk>d hath chosen." If any of our young readers 
should be led by these brief sketches to imitate "William Carey, and 
to follow his example, they will not have been written in vain. 



WOBKINa FOB CHBIST; 

OB, CAN A CHILD DO AmTTHING ? 



••What can / do for Christ?" asked 
Helen Grosvenor, almost impatiently. 
•• Papa wiU not give me any money, and 
I am too yomng to go about with tracts, 
or visit the sick, like Aunt Marian, 
and yet Mr. Grant said yesterday, in 
his sermon, that even children could do 
something.'* 

*• And he was right," said Aunt Sophy, 
from her couch. ''Even ^u can do 
flomething, Nelly." 

**I am sure I don't know wluU, then," 
exclaimed Helen, who, as Aunt Sophy 
was only a few years her senior, was wont 
to be rather familiar with that lady; 
•*do tell me, auntie." 

Sophia Grant looked up from her 
needlework — for she was, as usual, 
making garments for the poor — and re- 
pUed by three words from the Bible — 

•••Watch and pray.'" 

•• I don't understand you," said Helen. 
** You puzzle me." 

'•Watch, dear, for opportunity^ and 
pray for wisdom to use it," explained 
Sophia. 



••Will you pray with me?" asked 
Helen, with more gentleness. •• I am so 
impatient, and I want to do so much, 
and I can see nothing to do." 

** Kneel, then," said Soj^y, ** and we 
will ask that year eyes may be opened, 
so that you may see how you can beat 
serve God in daUy life." 

The child obeyed, and in a few earnest 
worda her gentle friend and helper im- 
plored the aid of Grod's Spirit in regard 
to her opportunities. Sophia was one of 
those who, like the three Hebrew chil- 
dren, have in the fires of affliction an 
ever-present and almighty companion, — 
even Jesus, the Son of God;* but she 
could sympathise with friends who were 
in darkness, and often it pleased God to 
make her the instrument of great good 
to those around her. Helen was naturally 
impatient, and even headstrong ; but 
there were those in the home-circle who 
expected that the love for Christ which 
she expressed to one and another, would 
suddenly transform her into a model for 
sweetneea and. -^Xhsu^;^. 



*Dtn.iii.lO— 25. 
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better. It nerer lurpriBed her to find 
that the old manner returned in the hour 
of temptation; for she knew by sad 
experience how great was the strength 
of the tempter. 

*' I am very dark/' said Helen, as she 
rose. **I cannot see, even now, that I 
have any work to do for Christ." 

** * Whether therefore ye eat or drink, 
or whatever ye do, do all to the glory of 
God,*** read Sophia, from her Bible. 

*'I know; but other Christians do 
more than that.'' 

"Shall I tell you why? It is because 
they watch and pray. While you are at 
school this morning, remember my text. 
If agamat temptation, and for opportu- 
nity, you resolutely watch and pray, 
trusting wholly in Christ for strength, 
wisdom, and success, and giving him all 
the praise, you will not live a useless 
Hf e, or complain that Qod has given you 
no work in his vineyard." 

** I will try," said Helen, with a smile 
that told of hope. " How strange it is 
that I always feel so much better after 
one of these long talks with you ! " 

At these words the paleface which she 
fondly kissed grew radiant, for it was 
always a joy to Sophy to be useful <to 
any one. 

The school-house was not far distant, 
so all the way thither Helen Qrosvenor 
prayed for wisdom to get good, and to do 
good, in her class. She was not very 
hopeful, for it seemed impossible that 
any chance of doing more than prepare 
. for the future would be given her, and 
/ sJie had yet to leam that a patient pre- 



^ 



paration for future 
work for Qod. However, it ploaoed l£m 
who pities the weakness of turn Iambs to 
give her a special work tiiat bright sprim 
morning, for one of her fellow-pvpils, i 
delicate girl who had just passed fhrouj^ 
deep family affliction, was too ill to le* 
main in school, and Helen was requested 
to sit beside her in the drawing-roaoL 
Yesterday, this would liave been a weaii- 
ness ; but to-day it was regarded as la 
opportunity. As she looked up from her 
painting now and again, and renuaked 
ihe deep shadow whidh rested on tte 
anxious face of the unrestfol rgunmat, 
she thought of Sophy, and iriahed for 
her assistance. 

** I wish you would oome and see ui^" 
she remarked, *' for I have an annt who 
would just know what to say to jwl" 

" No one can know what to say tome 
now mamma is dead," sobbed Mary. 

Her sorrow was so great that HelM 
almost despaired. The girl was ill with 
fretting, yet it seemed impossible to 
comfort her. 

"If you would let me read a du^tar 
in the Bible," she began. 

** Tou may do anything bat talk," wm 
the reply; ^'mamma read the Bibk^ 
they say, when she was dying." 

Helen opened at the eleventh of John, 
and, praying earnestly the while, readied 
ihe words, "I am the resurrection sad 
the life," without interruptian. Then 
Mary stopped her, and said, 

"Bead that again." 

Her friend obeyed. "I wish / be- 
Ueved. in 3«era&^" «ald Mary aofUy. " Bo j 
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1, Helen? The girls all think 

sked him to forgive my sins,** 
" and he has heard me ; bat 
ry weak and very wicked.'* 
mot be so bad as I am," re- 
orphan. ** Just now I quite 
for taking mamma, and 
kad no pity. But when you 
SOS felt so much for Lazarus 
ind Martha, I changed my 

rod ! " said Helen, reverently, 
good to me." ' 
fon read me the rest of the 
Id her friend, " will you pray 

; aloud,*' said Helen, "I have 

r so little, just a few words 
me,** pleaded Mary. "Say 
a has gone to heaven, and 
nay meet her there.** 
L impossible to refuse, and 
3d. If Sophy had looked in 
she too would have said, 
d.'* 

•ow is Sunday,** said Mary, 
carted at noon, "but the day 
1 see you, Helen, and I will 
erling to let us come here in 
have a talk. You know I 
et mamma in heaven, and I 
that unless I love Jesus, 

d No, and kissed her, with 
eyes, going away with a very 



humble, prayerful, grateful feeling in her 
heart. "Aunt Sophy was right,** she 
thought, " for God kcu given me oppor- 
tunities.*' 

Encouraged and comforted, she quietly 
sought her room» and gave thanks to 
God for his mercy. Then, as she wanted 
Aunt Sophy to pray for Mary, she went 
downstairs and told her simple story. 

"God has indeed been very good to 
you,** said the invalid ; " I quite expected 
he would be so, because he pat it into 
my heart to pray for you nearly all the 
morning. We serve a kind master, Helen ; 
let us see to it that we do very eamestlj 
the work he condescends to give us.** 

It was a beginning of bright things for 
Helen Grosvenor when God was thus 
pleased to make her his ambassador to 
her tried and tempted schoolfellow. 
From that time she was always watch- 
ing for opportunity, and praying for grace 
to use it wisely and weU. In the ten 
years which have passed by since then 
she has done much work In the vineyard, 
and many hearts call her blessed, for she 
has learned to glorify God in the little 
duties of her life, and she has never been 
ashamed to speak of Jesus. Praying and 
watching, watching and praying, she is 
conscious that she can do nothing of her- 
self, and when any good results from her 
quiet labours, she withholds not the glory 
from HiTTi to whom it is due. 

Dear readers, if we "watch and pray,*' 
ire, too, shall be missionaries. 



/ 
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MISSIONABY NEWS. 
HARRIET'S WEDDINa AND DEATH. 

As far as possible I shall give the remaiDder of this little bistt 
of Harriet in the words of her kind and constant friend, from wh 
narrative the particulars already communicated have been obtain 
You wi)l see from what follows how soon sorrow came afber i 
brightest joy. 

Very early on the morning of the wedding Harriet sought 
alone in my room, and sitting down by me, she spoke of its being \ 
last day she should have her home with us, and with great sweetn 
and affection expressed her gratitude for the kindness and care tl 
had been given her so many years ; adding, with much emotion, ' 
can never, never repay you and the Sahib for all your kindness 
me." 

The school girls, eager that every attention should be sboi 
their favourite on the occasion of her marriage, had gained perm 
sion to decorate the room in which the ceremony was to be p< 
formed with green leaves and fresh orange flowers, which filled t! 
house with their fragrance, and gave the room a cheerful, pleaaa 
appearance. 

Soon after the wedding, Mr. Martin took his bride to her nc 
home. Here, with a kind husband, devotedly attached to her, ai 
surrounded with every needful comfort, she was a happy, lovh 
wife. 

She had now numberless opportunities to satisfy the longings 
her heart, in instructing those around her ; for many of the wom< 
living near by, won by her gentle kindness, frequently visited he 
and they seMom left the house without hearing a word of entreal 
and exhortation to attend to their souls. 

Thus the spring and summer passed in her new home, and si 

looked forward to a life of happiness and usefulness. She wj 

devotedly attached to her husband, who allowed her the most perfe( 

freedom to do whatever her kind heart prompted. 

During the months of October and ^oNetobenc^ the cholera, whic 
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had been raging in the villages around us, broke out with renewed 
force in Sibsagor, and daily many of the natives died. 

It was a melancholy time. But while many of the poor heathen 
had fallen, the Christian flock had been preserved, and we hoped it 
would remain unharmed. But it soon entered our midst, and Harriet 
was the second person attacked. For several days she suffered 
dreadfully. I said to her one day, " Poor child ! how much you suffer !" 
With much affection she replied, " It takes half the pain away, dear 
Mem Sahib, to see you sitting there." When alone together, she 
said to me, " The Saviour is calling me, and he will soon take me to 
himself" 

To the surprise of all she continued for two or three days, though 
in a state of great exhaustion, and now and then seemed to revive a 
little. The cholera seemed to have left her, but in such a state of 
weakness that hope and fear mingled together. But throughout her 
illness, the longing of her heart was to depart, and be with Christ. 

On the evening on which she died, it was thought she would 
recover, and friends bade her good night, little expecting that her end 
was so near. About midnight she fell into a quiet sleep, which con- 
tinued till three in the morning, when she awoke, and as her husband 
bent over her, she suddenly raised herself, clasped him round the 
neck, sunk back on the pillow, and died. A brief life of only twenty 
years, but long enough to prove the power of divine grace. 

Late that afternoon, the members of the church and school, with 
their teachers, gathered at her once happy home to perform the last 
sad offices for one so dearly loved, and, with her husband and 
friends, followed her remains to their last resting place. 

The sun was just sinking, when, the funeral service being ended, 
the coffin was lowered into the grave, by the side of Kopahi's. There, - 
in the mission grave-yard, under the shade of the nahor trees, she 
will sleep till the resurrection. While we left the Christian disciples 
with a trembling fear that some might go astray by the way, there 
could be no such fear in regard to these dear ones, now safely 
gathered into Jesus' fold. \ 
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« On yonder flhore, to greet them, 

I saw a shining throng. 
Some had ja«t b^an their praises, 

Some had been praising long ; 
With joy thej bade them welcome, 

And tuned their harps again, 

While through the heavenlj regions 
Bang their triumphant strain." 

Dear children, is it not a good thing to belong: to Soci 
missionaries are the means of saving heathen children, and 
ing them by God^s blessing into such Christians as Hi 
Then continue to help this good work, that there may b( 
more such aa she. 

Miarion House, 83, Moorgate Street. 



HABBIET K- 



DBAS Childben, — ^In my last letter I told you that Harriet K— 
on seeking the salvation of her soul. What proofs were there of this 
prayer, private prayer ; and she loved to read her Bible. Search t 
and you will find many examples of persons, who, as soon as tbey be 
to be saved, bc^n to pray. Manasseh, David, and others in the ol( 
the dying thief, Saul of Tarsus, and others in the New Testament 
might have been said, as of one, " Behold he prayeth." Prayer is t 
means of drawing nigh to God ; of obtaining his favour and forgivei 
have all offended, and from, whom we have all strayed, as sheep from 

* ' Like sheep we went astray. 
And broke the fold of God ; 
Each wandering in a different waj , 
But all the downward road." 

When the Holy Spirit touches our heart, as he touched the heart of 
we begin to pray. What then is prayer? Is it to go through a f 
every night and morning simply ? Is that prayer ? Nay ; and yet tl 
people who seem to think it is. Have you thought so ? Are you 
number? ]>o you say your prayer* regularly, and then feel happ; 
think y^ou have been praying ? Ponder tins qjoaaVioTi wtvwj&V^ ^ wvd ^ 
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b you Iiaye made a great mistake, that you have never yet prayed at all { 
U then go to Gk>d in language like this, ^ Lord, teach me to pray." The 
»irit of Gk>d will become your teacher and you will soon learn that to pray, 
criptural sen^e, is to ask God for anything you feel your need of, in an 
and sincere manner. True prayer expresses the desires of the heart ; it ma^ 
or without words, in a sigh, a groan, or a tear. If in words, then it is 
to God as to your best and nearest Friend, for in truth he is such. '* In 
live, and move, and haye our being." He searches the very depths of your 
nd knows what you want before you ask it. But may children pray P Oh, 
is the duty of aU to pray. Ton ought to pray, for it is written, '* I love 
lat loTC me, and those that seek me early shiJl find me." One method of 
God, is by prayer. Only, when you would pray, remember these two 
God is holy, you are unholy. You cannot draw nigh to God without a 
r, one who stands between God and you. Jesus is that mediator : go in 
le, plead his merits, and your prayer, however simple, shall be heard in 
and spiritual blessings shall descend in showers on your heacU The 
I is, ** Ask, and it shall be given unto you." 

5 Harriet loved prayer. " She will st^ upstairs," said hw mother, •* many 
the day for prayer, when she thinks nobody sees her; I have noticed it, but 
}hing." What a beautiful nght for the holy angels, was it not ? A girl 
Ive yean of age, retiring from the family, and, alone in her chamber, kneel- 
a her knees many times a day, and pouring out the wants and wishes of 
before God in prayer ! They rejoice when sinnera repent and turn to God. 
repented and turned to God: the angels rejoiced over her. 

** Prayer 18 the contrite sinner's voiee, 
Eetorning from his ways. 
While angels in tiieir songs rejoice. 
And cry, Behold he prays." 

.here was another who saw and rejoiced over little Harriet, even He who has 
thou, when thou prayest, enter mto thy closet, and when thou hast shut 
r, pray to thy Father who is in secret, and thy Father who seeth in secret, 
v^ard thee openly." His eye was on the girl in the secret chamber ; he saw 
aful she was to avoid ostentation, how anxious she was to persevere in prayer 
interruption ; he saw that her heart was set on obtaining mercy, and he 
her desira : Harriet obtained mercy. 

what has been said of her habit of prayer, learn two things : to have your 
prayer^ and your seasons t^ prayer. The place is immaterial ; whether in 
(C or out of the house, it matters not ; but it should be private, lest you 
>e tempted to pray to be seen of othera. The season should be when you I 
; free from disturbance, as the early morning, ot d\uvsk!^\!ci<6 ^v^^%s^^^i>!»'v^'«' ^ 
le shadows of eveniiig haye made yo^ e^c>Md% \\«Krj% "Vol ^^c^sta^ -t^K^^^^ 
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you eee how thoughtfal Harriet was ; she retired ibr prayer cltiefly by 
when her sisters, who slept in the same room, were absent, thereby ceca] 
might hsTe been unavoidable interruption. 

I have said there was another proof that Harriet was earnestly reeling 
namely, her love to the Bible. She read, she searched, she prayed, she ui 
Christian friends who talked with her were struck with her knowledge of 
Scriptures, and with her answers. Doubtless she had often cried, ** C 
mine eyes, that I may behold wondrous things out of thy law,'* and 
Spirit did reveal to her the will of God, and the way to heaven, as contaii 
in, through faith in Christ Jesus. This same divine teaching you may en 
seek it in the same way— by prayer. It is for this very purpose that God 
you his word, that you may learn " to know the one living and true • 
Jesus Christ, whom he has sent, which is life eternal." And that, havi: 
God yourself you may help to send the Bible to those who have it m 
think, there are in the world seven or eight hundred millions of souls 
never had the Bible ; the majority of whom are bowing down to idols, tl 
men*8 hands. 

•* O send God's holy book where'er^ 
Or winds can waft, or waters bear ; 
Let India's sons its page revere. 
Let AiHc's land the blessing share.*' 

May yon love your Bible ! make it your guide in youth, and it will be ^ 
panion and support in age, sickness, or death. Such Harriet found it, 
to show you in a concluding notice of her next month. 

I am, 

Your loving friend, 

Heathfleld, AprU, 1862. 



HYMNS TO BE SUNG AT THB JUVENILE MISSIO 
8EBTICES, SUNDAY, AFBIL 27, 1861. 
HYMN I. 
Tune, Bradford, 



/ 



1. Lord, let thy grace descending, 
Not on our hearts in vain, 

But, with each purpose blending. 
Ascend in love again 

To thee, whose breath, as showers 
Of spring renew thti earth. 

Awakes to ghrioua flowers 



2. Still be thy Gospel spreadi 
Abroad its wings of lighi 

"Wherever man is treading 
The paths of death and : 

"From nation on to nation. 
Extend its righteous swa 

Until the desolation 



The seed of heavenly birth. ^ Ol «a.\» «^«\s{t wswi « 
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HYMN IL 



L Our Saviour's voice is soft and sweet 
When, bending from above. 
He bids us gather round his feet» 
And calls us by his love. 

2. But while our youthful hearts rejoice 

That thus he bids us come, 
** Jesus ! " we cry, with pleading voice, 
" BringUieathen wanderers home." 

3. They never heard the Saviour's name, 

They have not learned his way : 



They do not know his grace, who came 
To take their sins away. 

4. Dear Saviour ! let the joyful sound 

In distant lands be heard ; 
And oh ! wherever sin is found. 
Send forth thy pardoning word, 

5. And if our lips may breathe a prayer, 

Though raised in trembling fear, 
Oh ! let thy grace our hearts prepare, 
And choose some heralds here. 



HYMN III. 



Tune, Hanover. 



1. Ye nations exult, salvation is nigh ! 
The star in the east illumines the 

sky; 

The time is arrived by Jehovah's de- 
cree. 

When walkers in darkness his glory 
shall see. 

2. Ye Gentiles rejoice, re-echo the strain I 
Break forth into praise, ye isles of the 

main! 
The wind to your shores the glad 

tidings shall bring, 
Bejoice in your Saviour, rejoice in 

your king. 



3. The word is gone forth ; the heathen 

around, 
The furthest and worst, shall joy in 

the sound ; 
All nations, all tongues, shall in unison 

raise 
One hymn to their Maker, one chorus 

of praise. 

4. Then glory to God, the Father above, 
Who sent to our world the Son of his 

love; 
Like glory to him who came down 

from on high. 
To save and to suffer, to triumph and 

die. 



0. of Siaem their cli^^^ 

.. suffer *h.li«i»<«-*°~^ 

Tor, tf*f^^e to glory Hve. „ 






oisr 



And ^o'^'^^^^^^ God 



liJor 



5ot feeling 



THE IiITTIiB BSHXFACTOB. 

" MoTHBB, I want you to give me a piece of bread to cany to 
school to-dftj for little Johnny Himea,'* said John Martin to his 
mother one morning, as she was puttii^ ap his dinner for school. 

'' Why, what makes yon want to cany a piece of bread to Johnny 
Himes ? " inquired his mother. ** Don*t he have any dinner of his 
own?" 

" No, not a bit,*' replied Gkorge. " Tou see, yesterday, I had 
more dinner than I wanted, and little Johnny stood watching me a)l 
the time I was eating, and I thought he was yery ill-mannerly for 
doing so. But he looked very sad, as if he wasn't weU, or felt bad 
about something — and I never see him eat any dinner ; I thought it 
must be because he didn't want any. But when I took out a biscuit, 
I said I didn't want it, I'd got dinner enough. And Johnny said, 
' Won't you please give it to me ? * He almost cried, too, when he 
said so. Then I thought may be he was hungry — I didn't think of 
it before. So I gave it to him, and he ate it as if he hadn't had any- 
thing to eat all day. I asked him why he didn't bring some dinner. 
And he said bis mother hadn't any ; that his father was sick, and 
sometimes his mother couldn't get hardly anything for breakfast or 
supper, and nothing for him to carry to school. And now, mother," 
added George, " won't you let me carry a large piece of bread and 
butter every day for Johnny ? " 

George's eye sparkled, and his plump little cheek was flushed, as 
he pleaded for his poor schoolmate. His mother's heart was as 
generous as his own, and she was glad to see George trying to cheer 
a sad spirit, and lighten, though but a little, the load of human suffer- 
ing. So now, every day, George Martin gives Johnny Himes a 
dinner, for which Johnny's gratitude and his parents' blessing are an 
abundant reward. — Mother's JournqL 



/ 
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LOSING AifD uvnra. 

Fob ever the sun is pouring his gold 

On a hundred worlds that beg and borrow; 
His warmth he squanders on summits cold. 

His wealth on the homes of want and sorrow : 
To withhold his largess of precious light, 
Is to bury himself in eternal night : — 
To give 
Is to live. 

The flower shines not for itself at all ; 
Its joy is the joy it freely diffuses ; 
Of beauty and balm it is prodigal, 

And it lives in the life it sweetly loses : 
No choice for the rose but glory or doom — 
To exhale or smother, to wither or bloom : — 
To deny 
Is to die. 

The seas lend silvery rain to the land. 

The land its sappnire streams to the ocean ; 
The heart sends blood to the brain of command, 

The brain to the heart its lightning motion ; 
And ever and ever we yield our breath, 
Tin the mirror is dry and images death : — 
To live 
Is to give. 

He is dead whose hand is not opened wide, 

To help the need of a human brother : 
He doubles the life of his life-long ride 

Who gives his fortunate place to another ; 
And a thousand million lives are his 
"Who carries the world in his sympathies : — 
To deny 
Is to die. 







\ 
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THE ANNUAI. MEETINGS. 

Br the time this little magazine reaches the hands of its readei 
the Annual Missionary Meetings in London will all be over. At tl 
time this article is written, the meetings have not even begun, bi 
as we cannot doubt that many of our readers hear mucb of the 
from their pastors and teachers, we have thought it might not be uni; 
teresting to them to see a picture of the house in which some of tl 
meetings are held, and in which the affairs of the mission generally a 
conducted. The first of the meetings, as most of our readers know, 
the Prayer Meeting, which is held in the Mission House. The roc 
in which this gathering is always assembled, is the large room calL 
the Library. Here, every year, at least two or three hundred frien 
of the mission gather, and it is always interesting to see so mai 
friends from all parts of the country, come to unite in presentii 
their supplications at the throne of grace. The meeting this year 
to be presided over by the Eev. C. J. Middleditch, and we eann 
doubt that it will be an interesting gathering. We trust that tl 
prayers of the brethren will be guided by the Spirit, and that th( 
will be heard ! The next of the meetings is the Annual Membei 
Meeting, which is held on the following Tuesday ; at this meeting tl 
affairs of the mission are discussed, and the Committee and Office 
of the Society appointed. The room is always full when this impc 
tant meeting is held. We need not tell our readers how mut 
depends on a right choice being made of those who shall direct t' 
affairs of the Society. The next meeting is held, not in the Missis 
House, but in Exeter Hall. In the large room in this building b 
less than two or three thousand friends of the Society annual 
assemble. At this meeting the Keport is presented, and addresi 
on missionsry subjects are given by returned missionaries and oth 
friends. We are gl'ad to say that the Eeport this year is unusual 
interesting. The operations of the Society have been much bless 
during the year, and the income has been larger than in any je 
since the mission was established. On the evening of the day < 
which the Annual Public Meeting is held, the Annual Sermon 
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preached in the Metropolitan Tabernacle. The sermon this year is 
by the Rev. S. Q. Green, who, as will be remembered, was once 
editor of this magazine. 

As we have said, all these meetings will be over when this maga- 
zine appears. It will be too late then for us to ask our readers to 
pray that God will be with the brethren when they assemble ; but we 
may ask them to pray that he will follow their assemblies with his 
blessing, and that he will not forget to answer the prayers they offer 
at his footstool. Perhaps some of our readers may come to London 
to see the Exhibition this year. If they do, some of them no doubt 
will visit Moorgate Street to get a peep also at the Mission House, 
"We hope they will, for the Mission House is theirs as well as ours. 
The Baptist Missionary Society is their missionary Society, We 
trust and pray that in coming years they will be as much helpers to 
the mission as their beloved parents and pastors have been. 



THE BBOEEN FBOMISE. 

A CHAPTE& fOB THE ELDER CHILDREN. 



There was a long line of red light in 
the sky half-an-hour ago; a line of red 
light such as I often see from onr western 
windows. Thick, grey, and heavy were 
the clouds above my head, but between 
these and the hills on the other side of 
the river was a glory that spoke of God. 
There is something cheering in such an 
Appearance at any time, but at the close 
of a dull, wet, sunless day it is like the 
fimile of a friend who has been vexed 
with us, and is getting better. 

Why do I say this to the children who 
read this book? Why do I think that 
flome of you will understand me? Be- 
came I believe that many of you love 



Jesus, of whom it is said, "All things 
were made by him, and without him was 
not anything made;" and because I can- 
not doubt that the sunset and the sun- 
rise speak to you, as they do to me, of 
patience, love, and power. I do not 
think you will be sorry to hear how a 
day which began in shadow has ended in 
glory, for you like pleasant thoughts, as 
you like flowers, and music, and pictures, 
and poetry. You have no objection to 
stand beside me at the western window, 
and rejoice in the calm beauty of the 
sky: I wonder if you will be as well 
pleased if I ask ^qw. Vi 'Sasssa ^ss:^ 
mualngat 



I 



) 
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This day promised little when it began, 
»ut its end ia beautiful. There are some 
;hingB which promiiBe much and end in 
disappointment. For example — 

Shall I give you the example? Will 
you pray over it, and think about its 
teaching if I do so? 

More than a year ago, the diildren in 
our Sunday school began to put farthings 
and halfpence into a box which lay on 
the superintendent's defk ; a jdain ma- 
hogany box with a hole in the top^ and a 
drawer with a lock to it at the bottom ; a 
box with no words on it, and yet a box 
which asked as plainly as possible for a 
gift to the cause of God. There it stood, 
by the BihLe and the hymn-book, waiting 
patiently, with its mouth just sufficiently 
open for the " coppers ** which the child- 
ren had jHTomised to put into it. 

Promised? Yes, that was the word. 
Two Sundays had passed since Mr. 
Thompson — let me give our superin- 
tendent that name — ^had made a speech, 
or rather given an *' address/' in which 
he talked much of the children in 
heathen lands, and asked if none of our 
scholars were willing to help the mis- 
sionaries who had gone abroad to instruct 
tbem. He had been asked by one of the 
teachers to state that a few pounds col- 
lected every year would pay for the 
education of a child, and that by giving 
a halfpenny, or even a farthing a week, 
our scholars might enable the mission- 
aries who had established schools in dis- 
tant lands to undertake the charge of 
some hoy or girl, who would otherwise 



be lef fe to the ignoranoe and dflgnditk 

of heathenism. 

Our scholars aeemed to like tbe idii 
and it was decided that thej shonld hn 
an oj^rtunity of beginniiig on the ft! 
lowing Sunday. I do not think on 
mahogany friend was made by that tiiM 
indeed I have a notion that a ooUeetini 
box had to be borrowed for the ooeanoi 
and that it was held to be pmdent \ 
wait and see how the money oame i 
before any arrangements were made wil 
the carpenter. Some of the teachers ei 
pected nothing, and some a few peae 
only, on that first day, and even tb 
most hopeful of their nnmber agras 
that two shillings would be a yecy goo 
contribution. 

The day arrived, and the sebool-galltr 
was opened as usual I saj school psi 
lery, because we have no rooma as yd 
and are therefore obliged to bold oi 
meetings in a deep recess over the va 
tibule of our chapel, — a receaa which 
sloping upward from two pillars at tb 
end of the side galleries towards tb 
great north window, is roomy enough f( 
three hundred scholars and teacbera. 

Mr. Thompson is punctual — it is a vf 
rare thing for him to be otherwise — and 
stands quietly beside his desk as one 
one the scholars enter the gallery, 
halfpenny, a penny, a farthing, then 
halfpennies — cannot you see the chil 
approach the box, and, half shyly, 
them in? Cannot yon guess the hi 
of some of those coins?— bow *'fe 
was told of it last Sunday, and la 
about it, how " mother" was quit* 
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ly afartbing, how one boy sayed 
t buying sweets last Thursday, 
;her earned it by doing extra 
daid cannot you follow each to 
e — ^perhaps a very poor one, in 
le women ask the amount of the 
1, and stalwart men rejoice in 
edness of giving? 

a good beginning, there was no 
in regard to that. Five shillings 

and there was great rejoicing. 
I should not be far wrong if I 
that some twenty people began 
ate how five times fifty-two ar^ 
dred and sixty, and how two 
and sixty shillings are thirteen 
md how thirteen pounds would 
wo children, and leave a balance 
%t the end of the year into the 

These castles in the air 1 how 
n we build them, and how cer- 
are at the time of their erec- 
) they stand on solid ground! 

was ordered before the third 

need I say that it was larger 
al ? The money for the educa- 
TTO children was to be contained 

I a pleasant thing to see the 
approach the desk, and shyly 
he contents of their new box. 
n ! how much was in those two 
rds! Would their interest in 
ever flag? That was the ques- 

passed, and although many of 
scholars kept up bravely, there 



was a falling off in the number of far- 
things and halfpence brought by the little 
ones. The teacher who had first pro- 
posed the thing to Mr. Thompson saw 
this with deep regret, for she had 
dreamed that a happiness like that of 
the friends of "Little Elizabeth"* would 
be the portion of those who had begun so 
well. Five shillings at first, and now 
but half-a-crown ! It was disheartening, 
for more than two-thirds of the scholars 
were known to possess the means of 
purchasing fruit, sweetmeats, toys, and 
"The Adventures of Jack the Giant- 
killer." 

A year has now gone by, and, in spite 
of Mr. Thompson's appeals, the children 
give less than ever. In one of the senior 
classes fourteen shillings have been raised 
in six months, and in another more than 
two-thirds of that sum ; but as nearly five 
pounds a year are required, this is not 
sufficient. 

"What shall we do ? Here are clouds 
after sunshine ! Our streak of crimson 
sky came first, and then the dimness. 
Dear children, tvUl you pray for usf It 
is bad to begin a good thing and give it 
up because we do not like to deny our- 
selves ; and I want you to ask God to 
help us to persevere. Some even of our 
Christian scholars have grown careless, 
and I want them to be aroused. When 
I see feathers on hats that should be 
trimmed with ribbon or velvet, or a gay 
flower where plain blond would be more 
eonsiatent ; when boys boast of twopenny 
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" alleys" and smell of peppermint, I feel 
inclined to ask them if they know that 
for the use we make of pence as well as 
pounds we must give an account to God. 

Next week our teachers hope to have a 
meeting, at which the question of the 
collection will be talked ovw. I believe 
it will then be proposed that a missionary 
box be kept in every class, and that the 
teacher be requested to speak a few 
words nearly every Sunday about the 
privileges we enjoy, and the selfishness 
of refusing to help those who are in 
darkness. If this be done, I believe that 
not only in the senior class-room, but in 
the deacons' vestry, where the little ones 
siDg so sweetly, we may hope to gain a 
hearing. 

It will be hegiiming again. We shall 
be more calm this time, and more prayer- 
ful. If ever the streak of red should 



appear, I will let you know, i 
I only say — Pray for us. 

We need your prayers. A 
yours to ask in faith, nothing 
that our scholdrs may have st 
perform their work, and may 
cover in heaven that our Fi 
heard yoa, and that some no\» 
child has been sweetly taught 
as it is in Jesus, in answer to yc 
appeal to the God in whom 3 
Who can tell bow much good i 
down in answer to one prayer ? 

I have spoken as to Christian 
but there are doubtless some 
my readers who are not Christia 
ones, awake, the time is ve 
Kneel down at once and say 
save me, for Jesus' sake ! " and t) 
you art saved, remevnJber the hea\ 



MISSIONARY NEWS. 

Lately a letter has come to hand from Mr. Robert Smi 
young and devoted missionary in Africa; and as there is son 
in it about the children there, you, my dear young friends, 
like to know what he writes. 

" The people around the neighbourhood of Victoria are ve: 
and degraded, but I rejoice to believe that the Lord is gi\ 
favour in their eyes ; this, I trust, will lead to something ^ 
How very much it would rejoice our hearts to see the waters 
beautiful bay moving through the baptism of believers in 
During my stay here my heart has been drawn out not ; 
towards the cliildren and youths who reside here ; and I cann 
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believing that, at some future day, there will come out from them 

some to guide their own people from the darkness and down-trodden 

state they are in, to that of happiness and peace in the Saviour. 

They appear to be catching quite a missionary spirit, and have 

volunteered to grow yam and other things to give to the cause, and 

help to send teachers to others. To show you that they really mean 

it, I will give an instance. Last Saturday week a dear boy came 

and asked to see me ; when I went to him, he held out his hands, 

with six eggs in them, as the first contribution to the mission cause ; 

that lad, sir, made my heart to rejoice ; and on the next day, which 

was the Sabbath, the dear children of England would have been 

delighted to have seen the little black girls and boys coming, holding 

a small copper between their fingers, and then dropping them into 

the ever open but silent mouth of the mis!»ion-box ; and a thought is 

just passing through my mind, what would that silent mouth say if 

it could speak ? Would it not tell of the darkness and miseries of 

millions of heathen children, who have little or no food to eat, and 

scarcely a piece of wrapper to cover their persons ; and, above all, 

no kind teacher to lead them to the path of happiuess and salvation ? 

Would it not also tell of the woes and cruelties of the little slave 

being torn away from his or her parents, and then bound in chains 

and made 

* To labour in the sun, 
Wiflhing they were but in the grave, 
And all their labour done,' 

and cruelly treated by the very men who ought to lead their wan- 
dering feet to the Saviour's home ? From the dark places of the 
earth would it not tell of, and bid you look upward to, that glorious 
company of little ones who have washed their robes, and made them 
white, in the blood of the Lamb ? no fear, no hard-hearted master, 
mo lash to dread, but an everlasting home at Jesus* feet ; and as 

* O'er the silent fields of Canaan they roTe,' 

thej sing in melodious strains, i. 
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' I from Afrio's barren strand. 
Guided by a friendly hand, 
Here together meet at last, 
Every sin and danger past.' 

And from thence would it not cry from the highest mountai 
heard by every Sabbath scholar ? And the response shall be 

' I from my little store freely will impart, 
That some kind teacher may be given, 
To point to Christ, the way to heaven.' *' 

So you see that sometimes the missionary news comes from 
East, and sometimes from the far West. Now we have tidin 
Western Africa; May these letters stir up your young he 
prayer on behalf of these poor little children in heathen lands 

Minion Hense, Moorgste Btre«t, April 16, 1868. 



HABBIET K- 



DsAB Ghildben, — ^After what has been said of our little Sabbath scb 
will suppose she was a happy girl. She was. Fancy you see her, rising 
her knees, after the holy exercise of prayer, and singing, perhaps, si 
sweetly, such a verse as the following from her hymn book. 

"When on thy promises I feast. 
And there my interest see. 
The richest monarch of the east 
Is poor, compared with me." 

She then goes down stairs, and dbcharges the various little househo! 
which fall to her lot, such as plain needlework, going on errands, and 
with cheerfulness and alacrity, yielding prompt and willing obedieno 
wishes of her parents. This, you know, is according to Gbd's will, who co 
" Children, obey your parents in the Lord, for this is right. Honour t 
and thy mother, that th^ days may be long in the land which the Lord 
giyeth thee." This law is good, as are all the laws of Grod, and designed 
us happy. When young people slight or disobey such plain commands, 
tain they know little or nothing about true religion. That affects both 
and the life. The heart being changed by the power of the Holy Ghost, 1 
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ehtnged also, and obedience to the will of Gh>d in all things becomes, tlirough his 
grace, easy and pleasant. 

I need scarcely tell you that, after Harriet's heart was turned to the Lord, she 
became doubly diligent as a Sabbath scholar ; taking care to prepare her lessons 
well beforehand, and to be at the chapel in good time, although the hour for open- 
ing the school was half-past eight in the summer and nine in the winter. It was a 
charming sight to see hundreds of happy faces there, ready to greet us at that 
early hour. 

After a time, however, we found Harriet's attendance gradually slackened, and, 
on calling, found it had pleased the Lord to lay his afflicting hand upon her. She 
was moving about the house, but much changed in her appearance. The face that 
lately looked plump and healthy, was thin and wan ; her strength was failing, and 
aoon her place in the class at the Sabbath school became vacant altogether, and was 
occupied by her no more. When Q-od thus lays children aside by sickness, it should 
be a warning to us not to reckon so much on long life, but to think most of pleasing 
him. God knows better than we whether a longer or a shorter life on earth be 
most for his glory and our good. Such events, too, seem to say to the young, 
prize your privileges while they last — your privileges in the Sabbath school and in 
the house of God — remember the end of all is to fit you, by God's blessing, for the 
enjoyments of that higher and holier state called heaven, which Christ has pre- 
pued for all who love him. Now you are healthy and strong, and can aing — 

** When the morning light drives away the night. 
With the son so bright and fall. 
And it draws its line near the hour of nine, 
I'll away to the Sabbath school." 

Soon, however, like Harriet, you may be brought low by affliction, and sigh in 
Tain for one more happy day there. It is true the Lord can, by his presence, 
abundantly recompense us for the loss of the outward means of grace ; and he was 
very gracious to Harriet in comforting and consoling her, and while he weakened 
her strength in the way, daily, gave her such holy and heavenly thoughts and feelings 
as made her heart glad. Her sick chamber was what Bethel was to the fugitive 
natriarch, the house of God and the gate of heaven, for God was there. It was re- 
nreahing to witness the peace and joy which attended her dying bed. Her counte- 
umce, generally placid and serene, showed the quiet submission to the hbly will of 
Gk>d which reigned in her mind. When suflfering extreme anguish she was 
obliged to scream aloud on being moved in bed ; but there was no word of com- 
plaint nor murmur, the language of her heart was, ** Not my will, but thine, O Lord, 
oe done." 

To her pastor and teachers, who visited her regularly throughout her illness, she 
■aid, amongst other things, " I have been troubled about my sins, but Christ for- 
gives sin. I jfeel my sins are forgiven, and this makes me comfortable." Thus 
70a fee it was with Harriet as it is with all who obtain salvation, whether young 
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or old. The Holj Spirit shows them two ihinffs— their own iinfulness, and the 
power of Christ to save. When we see ourselves as full of sin by nature and prac- 
tice, like Harriet, we are cast down, as well we may be, for we have offended a loving 
Gk)d. When we by faith, see our Saviour full of pity, love, and power, then, like 
her, we are UfVed up, and we sing from very joy of heart, '* O Lord, I will praise 
thee : though thou wast angry with me, thine anger is turned away, and thou com- 
fort est me." Try yourselves by this rule, and see whether you are the Lord's or 
not. ^ 

When a little more free from pain than usual, Harriet would employ ha 
moments in exhorting her friends and relations to fly to Christ in health. So 
strong was this desire, that on one occasion, during the night, it waa difficult to 
pacify her without calling her sisters out of bed to hear a few more last words. 
Feeling that her days were numbered, she perhaps thought, who can tell thst 
I shall be here in the morning, to set Christ before them once more ? Her schod- 
fellows, too, were not forgotten ; she was very anxious for their eternal welfare. "0 
that they would turn to the Lord," she said ; " I hope I shall not see them in that 
place of torment." As her bodily powers sunk lower and lower, her love to Christ 
and the holy aspirations of her soul to be near and like her Saviour, rose higher 
and higher. " I love Jesus," she said, " more than I love my father and mj 
mother. I long to be with him. I long to sing the song of Moses, the servant of 
Gh)d, and the song of the Lamb. I long to be with the people of Q-od and with 
the holy angels." 

The state of her mind was generally calm and confiding, yet there were seasoni 
when she was assailed with momentary fears as to her acceptance and final safety 
*' I hope God will not leave me," she said with much distress one day, adding 
cheerfully, " I have been thinking of that verse, ' Suffer little children to come 
unto me, for of such is the kingdom of heaven.' " Thus a single text from the sacred 
oracles of truth, applied by the Holy Spirit, would quickly disperse the cloud, 
causing her peace and joy to spring up as the tender grass by the clear shining of 
the sun after rain. The 23rd Psalm was very precious to her; she would try to re- 
peat it with me, when almost unable to speak. If she saw her mother weeping, 
she would gently reprove her thus: " You should rejoice, I am going to my Saviour." 
Communion with the Lord in prayer and praise were now her chief employment 
At times 'her cup of joy seemed full to overflowing. Yes, joy was in her heart 
while the words were on her lips, "O the pain here," putting her hand upon her 
chest ; joy was in her soul, even though her eye was overcast with the shadoir of 
death ; joy was still there — the joy of going home. I never saw a girl so anxious to 
return home, after long absence, as Harriet was to be with the Lord. Ejaculatoiy 
petitions, and short, broken sentences, such as, "Come, Lord Jesus, come^ coom 
quickly," were all that could now be heard ; enough to show that she still dung 
by faith to the Bock of Ages which never moves. Her feet had now touched tbo 
river of death, that river " without a bridge," as Bunyan says $ but neither fear vat 
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marked her death-bedewed brow ; neither, for Jesus was near to whisper 
md to bear her safely through. There she lay, in the attitude of prayer, 
; and watching at heaven's gate, until He should open who has the keys of 
een world. Soon the welcome summons came, *' Come up hither,*' and her 
ed spirit was in the realms of everlasting glory, bowing, with adoring grati- 
efore the throne of God and of the Lamb. 

death of this young girl shows the uncertainty of life. Let this be the sub- 
your thoughts and scriptural inquiry this month. Mark, also, one feature 
! Harriet's character, before you put down this short notice, namely, her 
Qxiety for the salvation of others. All who really love the Lord feel this, 
love him because he has saved you, you will strive and pray that those 
you may be saved. Yea, your love to souls will embrace, not your own 
nor your own neighbourhood only, it will be world-wide, and extend to sin- 
every clime, colour, and tongue. If, by your contributions, you are the 
of saving souls in far-off lands, whom you may never see in this life, what 
your feelings when you meet in glory, and hear them say — 

" I from Greenland's frozen land, 
I from India's sultry plain, 
I from Afric's burning sand, 
I from islands of the main " 

.nd but for your prayers and efforts, we had now been in that place where 
I weeping, and wailing, and gnashing of teeth. There is no joy equal to the 
aving souls, instrumentally. It exceeds the joy of harvest. May it be said 
ur readers, thetf did what they could I 

I am, 

Your loving friend, 

E. R. 
field, May^ 1862. 



THE MISSIONARY BOX. 

CH lady was one day overtaken by a shower of rain ; so, sending her servant 
Triage, she took shelter in the cottage of a poor man. Having to wait a 
ne, she amused herself with looking at the contents of a little room in which 
I seated, and, among other things, her eye fell upon a large money-box. 
)f a kind disposition, she said to a little pale boy, who was sitting by the 
Bring me your money-box, my lad, and I will give you something." 
boy's face flushed as he arose, and took the box to the lady, and he was still 
leased when he saw her about to put in a bright, new half-crown, but sud- 
:>oking up into her face, he said, 
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** Do you know, ma*am, that this is a missionary-box ? " 

''A missionary-box ! '* exclaimed the lady ; '* take it back, then ; I do not wish 
to give money to missions ; and if I make you a present of this half-crown, yoa 
must promise me that you will not put a penny of it into that box.** 

** I cannot promise that, ma*am,*' said he, firmly ; " father, mother, and I, always 
put part of all the money we get into the missionary-box; and, after all, 'tis little 
enough.** 

** And how came this idea into your heads ? ** asked the lady ; " for I am suie 
that you never heard anything about missionaries in the village.** 

" No, ma'am, we never did ; more*s the pity ; but I bought a book one day of a 
pedlar, and it was full of such wonderful stories about the doings of the heathen 
m far-off countries, that I did not believe they could be true ; however, when 
father read it, he said it was true enough, for he had been a soldier aforetime, and 
travelled in those very places. So then I asked if we could not do anything to 
help them ; and mother said we might have a box, and put in all the pence we 
could spare, the same as they used to do at the Sunday school where she went onoe ; 
so father knocked up this, and 'twas agreed that we should all put in part of what 
we earned.'* 

'* And what will you do with the money when the box is full ? *' asked the lady. 

*' I don't know, ma*am," answered the boy, with a puzzled look, *' bui toe could 
get another box, and Jill that." 

The lady smiled, and said, " Can you really think it a duty to deny yourself for 
such a purpose ? ** 

The boy looked surprised, but answered, '< After all that G-od has done for 
us, ma'am, don't you think that we ought to try to do something for Him ? *' 

Just then the lady's carriage came to the door ; but before leaving, she put the 
half-crown into the missionary- box, saying, in a laughing manner, ** I hope that it 
may do good." 

" God grant it may," said the boy solemnly, '* and I thank you in his name.'* 

Many weeks passed away, and one bright, sunshiny day the lady again entered the 
cottage where she had once taken shelter ; but this time she was the bearer of 
good news. Since her last visit she had been reading some missionary books, and 
God had led her to see the importance of missions and inclined her heart to he^ 
them ; so she had spoken to the clergyman, and to some other people in the villa^ 
and the result was, that they were going to have missionary meetings, and a Mis- 
sionary Society among themselves. From that time the lady not only became a 
zealous supporter of missions, but she began to take pleasure in aU. kinds of good 
works. Thus did God Mess the example set by this poor but pious family. And 
thus will he assuredly bless all those who weary not in well-doing ; for the promise 
is sure '* that in due time ye shall reap, if ye fiGiint not." — Chmrch Misnonaty 
Instructor, 
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THS IONS LAID. 

Some time ago, I happened to be in a slate qnariT, and saw a man 
here sospended bj a rope tied to a tree or a pole sunk at the 
ummit of the mountain. He descended by the rope till he came to 
n abutting crag of the quarry, and there, with his feet upon a ledge 
f rock, he remained for some time, boring a hole in the rock. He 
pent a large portion of the daj in this manner, boring a hole perhaps 
wo inches, or thereabouts, in circumference. After giving much toil 
nd manj hours of hard labour to boring this hole, I saw him after- 
ards fill it up with black dust. Now^ if I had not known what that 
lack dust was, I should have said, '' What a simpleton this maa is to 
pend his strength, and energy, and time, in boring a hole and then 
lling it up with black dust 1 " But I knew that that black dust was 
•owder. And by-and-by he strikes a light and applies it to the fusee, 
nd whilst it is burning downwards in the direction of the powder, 
le seizes hold of the rope and seeks safety in distance ; for by the 
iime he has reached his place of safety, the fire has burned down to 
;he powder, and then there is a mighty blast, and tons of stone are 
brought down. 

What was done in that quarry, the missionaries have to a great ex- 
tent done in India I They have been boring at the rock of 
heathenism, and have deposited in the hole they have made the pow- 
der of God's truth, until the mighty rock is all underlaid with that 
divine powder. We want now the fire from heaven ; for when the 
Bpirit of fire descends, there will be a mighty rending of that rock, 
and stones will be gathered to adorn the temple of our God. — Sev. 
B.BoberU. 
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NOW! 

Like mist on the mountain, 

Like sliips on the sea, 
So swiftly the years 

Of our pilgrimage flee. 
In the graves of our fathers 

How soon we shall lie! 
Dear ciiildren, to-day 

To the Saviour fly ! 

How sweet are the flow'rets 

In April and May ; 
Tet often the frost 

Makes them wither away. 
Like flowers you may fade I 

Are you ready to die ? 
"While '* yet there is room," 

To the Saviour fly ! 

When Samuel was youug, 

He first knew the Lord, 
And slept in his smile, 

And rejoiced in his word. 
So most of G-od's children 

Are early brought nigh ; 
Oh, seek him in youth ! 

To the Saviour fly ! 

Do you ask me for pleasure ? 

Then lean on his breast ; 
Por there the sin-laden 

And weary find rest ! 
In the valley of death 

Tou will triumphing cry, 
" If this be called dying, 

'Tis pleasant to die ! " 



E. M'Chets 
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BAPTISMS IN INDIA. 

Oif the other page we give a view of a Baptism in India. The 
particular baptism chosen for representation took place at Chitta- 
gong. Eight persons were baptized on the occasion, among them a 
Brahmin, named Bishwanath, who, whilst in the water, pulled off 
his Brahminical thread or paita from his neck (long his companion 
there), and roughly flinging it in the water said, " Thou hast long 
deceived me and the world. I have now done with thee for ever for 
the sake of Christ whom I now own." Another Brahmin, who was 
baptized at the same time, followed his example. 

We give the picture, however, chiefly to show to our young 
readers in what style the ordinance of baptism is generally adminis- 
tered in India. We need not say that they have there few baptistries, 
such as we have at home ; and. that generall}-, therefore, they have 
to content themselves with some stream or river, where, under the 
trees which grow so richly on the banks, the solemn rite is observed. 
How interesting it is to see these poor people one a^r another 
"putting on Christ"! Surely the Lord himself must look down 
with complacency when these formerly ignorant Hindoos thus 
acknowledge him before the world. How much they have to 
endure from their neighbours and friends, and especially from that 
system of caste which is not yet overcome, we in this happy land 
can form little idea. The " Annual Eeport " tells us that more than 
two hundred baptisms have taken place at the various stations in 
India during the past year. Almost every station in Bengal has 
received converts from the heathen, in some cases accompanied 
with incidents of a very interesting kind. Thus, at Tambulda, near 
the Mutlah river, where there exists a church of twenty-six members, 
having a native convert as pastor, and another as an evangelist, an 
entire household of six persons has been baptized. The heads of 
this family are two brothers, persons of some property, which they 
have been not unwilling to spend in the cause of the Saviour. They 
have erected two chapels, one on their own premises for Sabbath 
worship, the other in the bazaar for the jproclamation of the Gospel 
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to the heathen. In addition, they have given 100 rupees for the 
general purposes of the mission. The change that has taken place 
in their character is most decided, and the report of their liberality 
ia acting very beneficially on their fellow Christians. From Barisal, 
Jessore, and Dacca, encouraging reports have likewise come to hand. 
In Delhi, sixty-six persons have been baptized during the year. 

Let us pray that all these people may remain faithful, and that 
yet many more may be added to the churches " of those who shall 
be eternally saved " ! 



BEBTIE'S LAST SUMMER. 

IN TWO CHAPTEES. 

CHAPTER I. 



It was a pretty garden; there cotild 
not be two opinions about that. All the 
length of the south wall was a sloping 
**bed" of earth, adorned with some of 
the loveliest flowers that ever saw the 
light of a May day in the neighbourhood 
of an English cottage. There were 
hyacinths of exquisite smell, pink, white, 
and cream-coloured; double primroses, 
modest and pale, resting lightly on fra- 
gile stems; a pints japonlca, in full 
Moom ; beside a small but sweet-scented 
lilac, a white rose-bush, bursting into 
leaf at one end, and a pink ditto ditto at 
the other. Add to all these a flowering 
currant-tree, a lauristinus, a plot of lilies- 
of-the-valley, a clump of sweet-scented 
violets, and a good show of polyanthuses 
and cowslips, wallflowers, anemones, 
naxciasufles, striped grass, sweetbrier, and 



dainty ferns, and you will have some idea 
of Bertie*s garden. 

**I think my bed is as pretty as 
any in the world," said Bertie, a year 
ago. 

His aunt smiled, but she did not con- 
tradict him. It was pretty. 

" I think I shall begin to send bimches 
to market, like Nelly," continued the 
child. ** It would be a very good way of 
getting money." 

* * And what do you want with money ? " 
inquired grandmamma; "a child like 
you!" 

Little Herbei-t blushed, but gave no 
answer. 

**He would send it to his papa," said 
Aunt Lucy ; " would not he ?" 

" Not all,'* said Bertie, as he ran down . 
the walk, and pretendad. — tyitiX-y^x^^'^i^'a^^ 
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— ^to chase a butterfly; "papa would not 
wish to have all," 

His grandmother smiled. ''What a 
queer boy!'' she began; but before she 
could finish he was at the top of the walk 
again, saying, 

" Auntie, a question I " 

Miss Warren put by her needlework, 
and said, 

"Bertie." 

The boy understood the signal, and 
climbed upon her knee. Even that little 
run had wearied him. 

"And now," said Miss Lucy, "the 
question." 

"It is a very droU one," said Bertie. 
" Am I precocious ? " 

His hearers laughed, and one of them 
said, " Yes, very." 

" Do you know what precocious 
means ?^ asked another: it was Cousin 
Marian, 

"Yes; forward; and *too clever by 
half,'" said Bertie. And, in a tone which 
brought tears to all eyes, he added, 
"And I must die!" 

"Who told you that?" asked Aunt 
Lucy. 

" Old Madge," said Bertie. " She was 
here only yesterday, talking to Susan 
about me and Marian; and she said 
Marian had only half my brains, which 
was very fortunate, for I was precocious, 
and sure to die." 

"Dear Bertie!" 

They were all crying now, excep"; the 
child, and he was looking from end to 
end of his garden. "I must make haste," 
he mused, " or I shall not get the money 



I want for papa. How many pennies is 
it to make ten shillings, Marian?'' 

" A hundred and twenty." 

"Then I must begin," said Bertie^ 
"this very evening. You know my text 
to-day was, * Whatsoever thy hand findeth 
to do, do it with thy might.*" 

The boy said this very quietly, and 
without the least idea that it was odd 
for a child of eight and a half to be so 
thoughtful. Then he went off with 
Marian to gather his flowers. 

Herbert Warren was the only son of a 
clever and highly-educated man, who, 
counting aU things but loss for the ex- 
cellency of the knowledge of Jesus, had 
gone into willing exile in order that he 
might preach Christ's Gospel in heathen 
lands. Little Bertie had been bom 
abroad, and, as his mother died when 
he was three years old, he had been com- 
mitted to the care of his Aunt Lucy. 
His ' * money to papa" was designed for the 
purchase of Bibles, hymn-books, tracts, 
and " Easy Readers," which might he 
given to the people in the schools. 

" You have so many ferns," said Cousin 
Marian, as she trimmed an awkward spray 
of pirus japonica, " I wonder you don't 
sell a few of them." 

" Would any one bup ? " asked Bertie. 

"I expect so. For instance, Mn> 
Landon, who is beginning a fernery," 

"And who lives as near the hedges i 
as I do," said Bertie, laughing. 

"And who does not like the trouble of 
hunting for plants," persisted Mazian. 
"I have heard her tell (]:raudmother that 
she paid a shilling for one not long ago.* 
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** Tlien I will send some of mine to the 
maiket," cried Bertie, "and tell our 
Susan to be sure to offer them to Mrs. 
Landon. We shall be quite rich, eh, 
Marian?'' 

His cousin smiled and sighed. She 

{To be eontinmd.) 



was six years older than he, and could 
scarcely have entered into the plan so 
heartily, had she not wished to give him 
as much pleasure as possible in this last 
year. 



MISSIONARY NEWS. 

This montli I have a word for you from Africa, about little 
children in the school at Cameroons. Miss Saker, daughter of our 
honoured missionary there, devotes all the time she can to teaching 
the poor destitute little ones at that station. Don't be thinking that, 
because you had a word from the same mission in the last Juvenile, 
that I have no news from other places. This is not the same place 
that Mr. Smith wrote from. His letter was from Victoria, the 
newly-formed settlement. Cameroons is the old station, out of 
whicn Bimbia and the others have sprung. Besides, if you felt any 
interest in the doings at Victoria, tidings from Cameroons will keep 
it up, and make it stronger. It is well for your young minds to be 
fixed sometimes for a good while on an object, so as to become well 
acquainted with it. The repetition of a tale often deepens the 
impression first made. An old proverb illustrates this : '^ The con- 
tinual dropping of water wears away stone." Water is soft enough, 
and stone is very hard ; but the repeated drip, drip, of the soft thing 
rubs away the hard one. 

Well, Miss Saker says, in her letter dated April, " We have about 
fourteen children in the mission house, besides four or five living 
with Mr. Diboll and Mrs. Fuller. They are mostlv orphans. The 
eldest girl is about sixteen years old. It is difiicult to know their 
exact ages, as they keep no account, and have no means of reckoning 
time." This wiU give you some notion of their ignorance. They 
don't even know what time, that precious thing, really is. Surely 
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you will pity them, and will say they need instruction in 
And you will try and help the Society to do it, won't you ? 

In this letter Mies Saker mentions some of their names ; 
are partly African and partly English. "When you read the fe\i 
I intend giving, you may perhaps smile ; and there will be no 
in that, for I like to see the faces of my young friends looking I 
and happy. Well then, this name of the eldest girl " is Tu 
Sarah Ann Quan; the next is Keme, or Susan Bell; then 
Emiri, or Mary Upton Freeman ; Sepa, or Edith Eandall ; Co( 
Eanny Lorton ; Pondoby, or Mercy Saker ; Ndutu, or Julia ; N 
or Jane Lorton." The little girl called Mercy is an orphan, '< 
Mrs. Saker took when only three days old, and saved her from 
put to death ! 

Besides these girls, there are some boys in the school at ( 
roons. "The eldest, named Henry Quan, is learning to 
carpenter. Then we have Inman, or Bobert Eandall, broth 
little Edith ; Ngombi, or Joshua Russell Bell ; Ngonzi, or W: 
Quan ; Nyambi, or Samuel Nicholson ; Silo, or James Coutts ( 
the youngest is between four and five years old. They learn rer 
writing, and sewing ; and some are very quick, especially at wr 
The number of scholars in the school varies from thirty to 
Most of the town children have to find their own food, which 
prevents their attending schooL** 

I dare say you will find it hard to say how some of these e 
should be spoken, and it is not easy to explain how words begii 
with Ng should be pronounced. But you will see that son 
them have English names given to them out of respect to some 
excellent ministers in this country. May they grow up to be 
men and women, and then they will not msgrace these good nai 

Now Miss Saker thinks that while reading what I print fror 
note, some of you may say, " What can we do for these 
children ?" And she then goes on to tell you, " A few little 
or books for rewards, would be very acceptable. One case I si 
like to put before them. Some few years ago, a young girl was t 
by an uncle from her father, and sold to a chief in the town, 
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Qot treat her well. She is now dangerously ill, I think dying, 
s in great trouble about her only diild, a little girl two years 
In a few years her £Either will most likely take her into the 
!ay, and sell her to buy another wife for himself! Cannot the 
be redeemed ? He may demand a large sum for it, or he may 
»rsuaded to give it up to the mission ; but then he will expect 
dsome present, for in this^country girls are considered too pre- 
to be given away." 

w, my dear children, see what misery sin, and its worst form, 
ay, ^nll do. It makes men like brute beasts, destroys all love 
le another, and for children. Be thankful, then, that you are 
Ferently brought up, and bom in a land of Gospel light. And 
lay and see what help you can give to Miss Saker, to redeem this 
Little girl, and place her in the mission. There she will be 
care off, and brought up in "the nurture and admonition of 
.ord." 

F.T. 

on Heiue, Moorgate Street, Mag 19, 1862. 



MY OWN GABDEN. 

s, Childeen,— What shall I eay to you this month, this flowery month of 
Do any of you live in the countey, and are you fond of flowers ? If so, you 
te them, and they may be seen elunbing up your walls and about your windows, 
and outside ; you trail them over the fences and around the arbours in your 
5 garden ; or there is perhaps in that garden one small parterre^ or flower- 
lich you prize more than the rest. Why ? Because it is your own garden ; 
r own. You plant, you sow, you water, you gather the produce as you 
: no one ever attempts to disturb anything in your garden. Some weeks 
n March or April, you were very busy with your light tools— the spade, the 
r the trowel — transplanting perennials, and scattering the seed of annuals 
nd there, arranging the place of each with due regard to its size, the 
of its blossom, and so forth, according to your taste, and then — ah, what 
You might have been seen, afterwards, running often, perhaps many 
day, to the favourite spot, to see if the soil were looking loose, and the seed 
piinging up, and the bud and blossom beginning to appear. Looking I 
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often in TBin, and forgetting that time is required to bring these things to pas?, 
and not time onlj, you turned away sad and discouraged, saying, *<How is it the 
seed does not come up ? I know it was good seed, and I know I dropped it into 

the earth, and yet " Here you properly restrain yourself, recollecting that it is 

the power of God alone which makes the seed to sprmg and grow. *' I must wait^" 

Jou said ; '* wait patiently ; wait in faith and hope ; wait just as we are told * the 
usbandman waits for the precious fruit of the earth, and hath long patience for 
it, until he receive the early and the latter rain.' " There, by the side of your o?m 
garden, you learned a lesson, which it is to be hoped you will nerer forget i 
namely, how dependent we all are upon God, the author of our being. He is the 
giyer of all our mercies, temporal and spirituaL Let this thought lead you to love 
him, to lean upon him, to walk through life humbly and confidingly : so shall yon 
walk gqfeU/ ; for God is faithful, and never £uls the soul that trusts in him ; and 
happily, too ; for a life of dependence upon God is the only happy life, whetiier it 
be of the children of God here or of the blest above. Walk proudly, have s 
conceit of your own importance, think you can stand alone or accompush great 
things of yourself, and you walk insecurely, and shall stumble and &11 to yovr 
disgrace and ruin, but for God's mercy. 

" Unsliaken as the sacred liill. 
And firm as mountains be, 
Pirm as a rock tlie soul sball rest. 
That leans, O Lord, on thee." 

At length, going to your garden one morning earlier than usual, you were greeted 
with the long-looked-for green patches of vegetation wherever the seed was 
scattered ; fine, vigorous plants, giving promise of a bright future and a full reward 
of your labours. Then your joy was great, and it increased daily as you watched 
the progress of the plants towards perfection, and saw the first flower in your 
garden opening to the genial beams of the sun. Joyfully you exclaimed, "That 
will be the finest flower in all the garden — more will follow — and it will be the 
sweetest, too : the very air, charged with its mteful odour, shall arrest the atten- 
tion and regale the senses of every passer by." 

From all this we may gather a faint idea of the thoughts entertained by godly 
parents and Sabbath school teachers in regard to the spiritual welfare of the young. 
Your garden plot may remind us of a little family, or a class of Sabbath school 
childr^, such as yon. You have been trained up in the nurture and admonition 
of the Lord. Your instructors have prayed for you in secret and i£. public, hare 
opened and explained the Scriptures to you. Thus the good seed of God's most 
holy word has been dropped in your midst. They have sown, it may be, in tears, 
but with faith and hope, under a sense of their dependence on Gh>d, 4vho alone 
can give the increase ; and how have they waited and watched to see it spring and 
grow, and yield abundance of buds and blossoms that should open to the beams 
of the Sun of righteousness. In other words, they have longed to see the sign of i 
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fork of 6k>d's Spirit in your hearts. Like the silent dew, or the gentle 
er that waters the earth, he descends on the soul and makes all things new. 
when at length their hopes are realised, and your hearts are opened 
ceive the Gk)spel, and you believe in Christ to the salvation of your 
a shout of joy is heard filling earth and heaven ; for Christ is honoured 
3K>d is glorified. May the Lord multiply the seed sown a thousand-fold, and 
ase the joy abundantly. May you show you are loving and following Christ 
3 course of holy obedience, not in order to please the Mndest of your earthly 
is, but, in the first place, to please God, your Maker, your Preserver, who 
hu Son to die for sinners, and at his command who condescends to say, 
*o», ffive me thy 'hearV^ If all the lovely flowers that ever adorned this 
;ifiil earth, the production of infinite wisdom and skill, were collected into one 
1 houqueb or nosegay, the sight would bear but a poor comparison with that 
ung, loving, Uving souls giving themselves to Gf-od, taking the yoke of Christ 
them, and entering his service in the morning of life. And the prayers of 
new-bom souls for pardon, peace, and purity, would fEtr exceed the richest 
ime or the most delicate incense. Besides, flowers the finest and fairest must 
> and die : the soul will never die, but Hve for ever after the body is dead ; 
t will survive the wreck of ages, and, washed in the Eedeemer's blood, live to 
3 and glorify God when earth and all her glories are no more. 

*< When nature fails, and day andniglit 
Divide thy works no more. 
My ever-grateful heart, O Lord, 
Thy mercy shall adore." 

18 pleased the Lord to open the hearts of many young people lately, in 
ent places, to receive the precious Gospel. My heart has been made glad 
tidings of the work of grace now going on in Germany. Germany, you 
, is not far from us : you may reach it in a few days. Sailing down the Thames, 
8 the German Ocean, up the Elbe about seventy miles, you will arrive at 
burg, a large free town, where there are many earnest and active Christians, 
fhence has come lately 

Good News feom the Sunday Schools. 

irst Sabbath school was established by Mr. Oncken, it seems, in 1826. It 
o contend with violent opposition from some of the Lutheran clergy, against 
they caUed the introduction of this " English plant on German soil." By 
\ blessing, however, it has prospered, and has sent forth shoots and branches 
rarious parts of the country. The Baptists have now 77 schools and 1,700 
ITS. The "Eeporter" states: "From Jever, Mr. Elmers, the pastor of 
lurch, writes : * This year our faithful Lord has done great things for us, 
ince the first establishment of our Sunday schools we have \i«^^t «k^^<5^ 
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Buch a blessing as now. Seven of the scholars have within the last few months 

been, received into the fellowship of the Church; and how did our hearts rejoice at 

the simple testimony thej gave to the work of God in their hearts. They give us 

much pleasure by their good conduct in the world, and their zeal in attending the 

! prayer meetings and other services ; some who live at a distance, rising very early on 

i the Sabbath morning, and walking over to the early prayer meeting. The youngest 

I of these dear children has already been made the means of bringing her parents 

I to our services, where the Spirit of God has met with them, and brought tnem ta 

guilty sinners to the feet of Jesus." 

From Varel, Mr. Haese writes : " Our Sunday school now numbers siitj 

children, some of whose parents are members of our own church, and othert 

Lutherans and Roman Catholics. Most of them are very poor. The Lord hat 

j blessed our work so that seven of the scholars have been lea in the school to fed 

their state as sinners, and h&ve fotmd peace in the blood of Christ, and been added 

1 to the church by baptism," The good man adds, " May the liord continue tc 

I bless this arduous yet delightful work to the salvation of many children." 

i Around us, too, the Lord is making his power and presence to be most gni- 

i ciously felt in the salvation of the young. Two dear girls were admitted to the 

I fellowship of the church on the 4th of May. It was a day to be remembered, and 

did not pass without tears of joy from some of the graver people, with manj 

I prayers to Him who alone can keep them from fiEdling, preserve them through tiK 

I struggles and conflicts of life, and Anally ** present tjhem faultless before the pre- 
sence of his glory with exceeding joy." As they arose and cipne out of the waterj 
the lines were sung, 

** When we devote our youth to God, 
'Tis pleasing in his e^^es : 
A flower when offered in the bud. 
Is no Tain sacriflce." 

Let the subject for your meditation this month be earlt/ self-dedication to Chi 
Find out all the Scripture precedents and portions on it; and may they be appliec 
by the power of the Holy Spirit, so that you may say, in the language of th< 
psalmist, *< When thou saidst, Seek ye my face, my heart said unto thee, Thy facei 
Lord, Will I seek." May the Lord grant that all Sabbath schools may become 
truly nurseries for his Church, filled with *' trees of righteousness, the planting oi 
the Lord, that he may be glorified." And may youthful converts be multipllisd, 
not only in England and in Germany, but throughout the world, until every chiM 
that breathes shall call the Eedeemer blessed. 

I am, 

Your loving friend, 

E.& 
Heathfield, June, 1862. 



THE J U V JUiJXI 1CI5SIOSAST HK&AU). . 81 I 



THE IJTTI.E MISSIONAHEBS. 

AiiCE and Laura were on their war to Sandar schooL As ther drew near the 
little stream that ran hj the village, ther saw a boj seated on the bank, fishing. 

"Why, that is Jack Brown !" exclaimed AKoe. ' 

^Yes," said Laura; "mother would sar we ought to get him into some Son- 
daj school." 

"I am afraid to speak to him," said Alice; "jou know he threw a stone at 
ICnr Clark when she told him to stop swearing." 

^ Xes, but she first made him angrv by calling him a ' wicked bov ' and threaten- 
ing to tell his father." 

'^Oh, I don't see how she could do that when she knows how cruelly he is 
traated at home." 

By this time they were quite dose to the boy, and Laura, looking pleasantly at 
him, said, " Jack, will you come with us to Sunday school ? I know you would 
like it." 

** rd rather fish," he answered, sullenly, getting up and holding the rod behind 
him* 

** Oh, Jack," said Laura, earnestly, taking his hand, as if to lead him away, " Do 
oomie ! It is wrong to fish to-day. This is God*8 day ; and we want you to hear 
what our teacher tells us." 

" m let you have my Testament if you'll come. Jack," said Alice. " I know 
you learned to read at school. Just see what nice large print this is ; and here is 
a picture of Jesus blessing the children. You shall have it for your own." 

Jack looked down uneasily, and said, '* I'm so dirty ; and I haven't any shoes." 

*' Oh, never mind the shoes," cried Laura 5 " you can wash your face in the 
brook and wipe it on my clean handkerchief." 

JTack did as she told him, smoothed his hair with his wet hands, and put on his 
old cap and jacket. The fishing-rod was hidden behind the wall, and the children 
moved slowly on, teaching Jack some Bible-verses to say in the class. When they 
reached the door school had commenced, and they were singing that sweet little 
hymn — 

" There is a happy land." 

I'aok had never been in such a place in his life. He thought the singing delight- 
tol, but he couldn't help wondering what was meant by that " happy land, far, 
Ear away." He was put on a bench by himself, with a teacher w]ioso face was so 
kind and pleasant that he ventured to ask " if that was true about the happy 
land." Then she told hira the " happy land " meant heaven, whore God and the 
angels are, and how beautiful a place it is, and that no one is over sick, or sorry, 
Qr sinful there. 
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"Could J ever get there?" — and then Jaok*8 eyes fell, as he said sorw 
*< But I should be afraid to have God see me. You say he is good, and I 

bad. I often swear, and tell lies, and ." Here he stopped, and the 

went on to tell him how Jesus, the Son of Gh>d, left that beautiful heai 
came down to this world to die for us, that he might be our Saviour from 
hell. She told him that Jesus could see him and hear him all the time : 
often heard him swear. 

" Now," she said, " let him hear you 'pray^^ Then she taught him a 
and gave him a hymn to learn about Jesus. 

All that week Jack thought of what he had heard at Sunday school, and 
anxiously for the next Sabbath. He wanted to hear more about Jesus, 
the day came he was in his place ; and again the teacher talked to him 
Sayiour, telling how loving he was, how he cured sick people, fed the hun| 
raised the dead to life. Jack began to love his kind Saviour, and to like 
to him, and to think of the time when he might be with him. After a whi 
learned more about him and grew to be a man, he thought-, '* How man^ 
there are who don't care or who never heard about Jesus 1 Now, I might 
tell them how good he is, and that he will make them happy and te£e 1 
heaven if they^ will only love him and trust in him. I know that is what h< 
have me to do." So Jack Brown became a missionary, and many a pooi 
was taught by him the way to heaven. 

Now, just suppose that Alice and Laura had passed by Jack, perhaps 
" What a naughty boy, to be fishing on Sunday ! " but without asking hi 
with them and learn better. He might have grown up to be a thief, a dr 
or even a murderer — ^lived a miserable life and died a hopeless death. Thi 
this story when you go to school next Sunday, and perhaps you, too, can p 
some little boy or girl to *' come and hear about Jesus." 



THE MISSIONABY'S BEWABD. 

A missiokahy in a heathen land had been preaching on the Lord's-da 
heaven; in the evening he was standing by the bed of a dying conve 
idolatry. "Teacher," said the dying man, "I understand that you ha 
preaching about heaven to-day ; before another Lord's-day I shall be th( 
the first thing I shall do after I get there will be to go to Jesus, and thank 
Bending you from your home across the ocean to this dark land to teach 
heathen the way to heaven ; and then I shall return to the gates of Parad 
there wait, wait, until you come ; then I will take you by the hand and L 
to Jesus, and tell him, * This is the man that taught me the way hither.' " 
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THE WIDOWS BASKET OP FBITIT. 

»00E widow brought a basket of fine fruit to a rich man, and 
d him to accept it as a present. He did so. He knew that he 
. make her happier by accepting it as a gift, than he would by 
g her for it liberally. 

5 gift had cost her self-denial. She would not sell her choice 
that she might have the privilege of bestowing it upon one 
aeeded nothing at her hands. She counted it a privilege to 
se self-denial for the sake of one who was rich, and had need of 
ig that she could give. Why was it ? 

it rich man had saved the life of her son. He had found him, 
Qt and in sickness, in a distant city. He watched with him 
) recovered sufficiently to travel, when he furnished him with 
cans of returning to his mother. Hence the mother's grati- 

l that rich man place that widow under such obligations to 
ude as God has placed every one of us ? Has not Qod done 
1 infinitely more than that rich man did for the widow's son ? 
re count up his favours to us — ^his watchful care in sickness and 
dth, his liberal supply of our wants ? Can we estimate the 
of his " unspeakable gift " ? 

we count it a privilege to practise self-denial for his sake ? Or 
) shrink from it, and try to avoid it ? Depend upon it we have 
little religion, unless we can see and feel that it is a great 
ege for a sinner to practise self-denial for his Saviour's sake. 



\ 
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TBIFLES. 



What are triflefl— who may guess 

All a trifle's meaning ? 
Scattered ears on life's broad field, 

For a wise one's gleaning. 
Naught hut hath its work on earth, 

Fraught with pain or pleasure- 
Links in nature's mystic chain. 

Though of tiniest measure. 

Trickling from the mountain height, 

Througli the beech-roots stealing, 
See, a thread of silver light 

Sunbeams are revealing ; 
Drop by drop it gathers fast, 

Never resting, never, 
Till it swells and flashes forth 

In a glorious river. 

'Twas a single rain-drop fell 

On a green bud thirsting — 
Strengthened by the fairy draught, 

Lo, a flower is bursting ; 
And an acorn lightly flung 

In a pathway dreary, 
Spreads an oak's broad shadows otit 

To refresh the weary. 

But a flower's perfume may bear 
Back through years of sorrow. 

The sweet sunny mom of life, 
With a bright to-morrow. 



And a tress of silken hair 
On a young brow parted. 

Wake a fount of blithest tean 
For a broken-hearted. 

Just a look may waken thou£^ 

Full of proud resentment — 
Just a look may fill the soul 

With a glad contentment ; 
Little prayers of children fair. 

By their mother kneeling. 
Touch a worn and weary heart 

With a childlike feeling. 

But a trifle seems a word 

AU unkindly spoken, 
Yet the life-harp waileth low 

For a gold-string broken. 
But a trifle seems a smile 

On a kind face beaming. 
Yet a faint heart groweth stroi 

'Neath its gentle gleaming. 

Trifles ! each one hath a part 

In our pain or pleasure. 
Making up the daily sum 

Of our life's brief measure ; 
AU unnoted as they pass, 

Scarcely worth our heeding, 
Yet a trifle, it may be, 

God's own work is speeding. 
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SBBAIEPOBE. 

We have pleaBtire in giving our readers, this month, a pictui 
the Baptist Chapel in Serampore — the chapel in which Mr. Den 
(whom so many of our young readers will remember) preached v 
he was in India, and of which our friend Mr. Trafford is now 
minister. We feel sure that anything connected with Seram 
will be interesting to the friends of the mission. It was at Seram 
— then under the government of Denmark — that our early 
sionaries found refuge when they were refused a residence in 
cutta, and were driven from thence by the agents of the East I 
Company; it is at Serampore that that noble College stands w 
was founded so long ago by Dr. Marshman and his brethren, 
which is still so great a blessing in promoting the Christian educi 
of a number of Hindoo youth ; and it is there that is entombec 
dust of so many whose names are still household words amongs 
and who await the resurrection of the last day. The present int 
of Serampore, however, is identified chiefly with the College air 
referred to. The College stands on the river si'de, somewhat rem 
from the town, in the centre of a large compound. It is a i 
building, and contains^ besides two large halls, numerous room 
classes, a fine library, wdA a large room fitted up as a chapel, in v 
there ia daily service for the scholars attending the institution, 
president is the Eev. J. Trafford. He is assisted by the Eev. Th 
Sampson, who ako devotes a portion of his time to missionary la 
in the villages anmnd Serampore. Mr. E. Dakin is the head m£ 
under whose special superintendence the lower classes of the s< 
are carried on, with the aid of a numerous band of native teac 
The general attendance of youths, drawn not only from Seram 
but from considerable distances around it, has been of late ste 
increasing. In 1857 the average attendance was about 230 or 
in 1858 it avent^ 270 or 280; in 1860 it was 325; last ye 
reached 382, and in the latter half of the year, 400, besides the cc 
classes, whose numbers were from 30 to 55 ; sometimes more 
450 are in attendance. 
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In addition to the ordinary classes of the College, there exists a 
native boys* boardinsf school in connection with it, consisting of the 
children of native Christians. Several of these scholars have been 
baptized, and added to the native church at Johunugger. It may 
be interesting to onr readers to know that our young brother, Mr. 
Etherington, who is about to go out as a missiooary from Bristol 
College, was for some years a scholar at Serampore, and there 
acquired that desire for the missionary life on which he will so soon 
enter. 



BEBTIE'S LAST SITMMEB. 

IN TWO CHAPTEBS. 

CHAPTER II. 



Two months had passed since May- 
began to adorn the earth with garlands 
of many colours; and in the glare and 
drought of a hot July the flowers in 
"the mission garden*' must have drooped 
if careful hands had not watered and 
sheltered them. Early and late, in those 
eight weeks, little Bertie and Cousin 
Haxian had made arrangements for the 
cultiTation of such plants as were found 
to produce the most saleable foliage and 
blossoms. Mignonette had been fJlowed 
to stray just where it liked; sweet peas 
grew where nastiirtiums might else have 
peeped from behind their rounded leaves ; 
and a large number of poppies had been 
displaced to make room for two bold 
oamatlon roots that would grow bigger 
and bigger. 

'' I am sure we never had such floweio 



in our lives," said Herbert to Marian. 
"Just look at those moss roses — ^beau- 
ties — * worth three a penny,' as Susan 
says." 

His cousin laughed, and remarked that 
he was growing covetous. 

" No ; do you think so ? " cried Herbert. 
"It is all for the mission." 

"I know," said Marian; "and of 
course I was only in fun. We have 
nearly twice ten shillings," she added, a 
few minutes later. 

"Yes; and if these long days would 
last, we might go on till we had twice 
that" remarked Bertie, with a little 
sigh. 

" I wish days were always long," said 
Marian : " it is so lovely in July even- 
ings, isn't it ?" 

" Yes, very lovely ; but I suppose it 
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would not be good to have such times 
all the year round. It would make us 
lazy." 

"How?" 

" Well, I can't tell you exactly, but I 
feel it. First you have hot days, and 
you carCt work ; and then you have cool, 
quiet evenings, and you donH like to 
work. It's that sort of thing, you 
know." 

** But there is always summer in hea- 
ven," said Marian, "so it must be good." 

"It will be different up there," said 
the child ; " and, besides, I always think 
of heaven as if it was like spring ; so 
fresh, you know, and fit to work in." 

"I thought there would be rest in 
heaven," said Marian. 

Bertie looked up into her face as if to 
assure himself that she was serious before 
he said, "Do you call it rest to have 
nothing to do?" 

"Yes, that is my notion," replied his 
cousin. * * What is yours ? " 

"The same as Aunt Lucy's," said the 
boy. 

"And what is that?" 

"Being quite good, listening to Jesus, 
talking to him, singing about him, and 
going where he sends me, like the 
angels." 

Marian turned quickly away, and hid 
her face. Everything seemed to warn 
her that her little cousin would soon be 
taken from her— perhaps for ever. She 
had no real comfort in such a prospect ; 
for, although educated in a Christian 
home, she had not yet sought salvation 
through Jesus Christ. If Herbert died. 



their separation might be etemaL It 
was a bitter thought, and she tried hard 
to shake it from her, but in vain. 
Wherever she went it wearied and dis- 
tressed her, and even amidst her laugh- 
ter she was sad. 

"Marian cries often," said Bertie to his 
Aunt Lucy, a few days after their con- 
versation about long days. "Does she 
feel angry with God for wanting to take 
me?" 

"I do not know; but I feel sure she 
is unhappy," replied Aunt Lucy. 

"It is a very sad thing to be vexed 
with God," said Bertie. "I will ask 
Mrs. Landon to talk to her." 

Mrs. Landon was one of Bertie's best 
customers, and he had of late been her 
very frequent guest. Perhaps the bond 
between them was the stronger because 
both were sinking into the grave, and 
rising towards heaven so rapidly that 
every hour seemed to bring them both 
"a day's march nearer home." Marian, 
who often saw them together, was always 
sad when she thought that by next sum- 
mer they would be in heaven. The 
words which they spoke to each other 
about the joy of seeing Jesus face to face 
were unpleasing to her, and she was 
always ready to interrupt such conver- 
sations. 

But on the day to which we refer, the 
dying boy resolved that his cousin should 
not only hear, but take a part in, what 
he called a " talk" about the Saviour. 

" I will teU Mrs. Landon all," thought 
he, " and she will give poor Hanaa a 
little advice." 
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He earned oat liis plan with quiet 
fimmess, and then sat down between his 
two friends to listen. 

It was a pleasant thing to rest by Mrs. 
Landon's window in the shadow, and 
watch the harvest-men upon the other 
side of the lake. The child's head sank 
upon the lady's knee, and he laid one of 
hiB hands upon Marian's caressingly. It 
was yeiy easy to see that he was happy. 

*' Jesns has given this sweet peace," 
said one of the watchers, as she turned 
towards the other ; "will you share it?" 

''I cannot," said Marian, bitterly. 

"Why cannot you?" 

"Because I am not like other people. 
I am angry with God." 

"Could you retam that anger for 
ever?" asked Mrs. Landon. 

"I cannot tell.'' 

" Could you retain it at Calvary, where 
Christ was crucified that he might be 
aUe to offer you pardon and life ? " 

M a ri an looked up, for at these words 
she saw in imagination the cross, the 
nafls, the crown of thorns, the look of 
love, the drooping head, the dying agony 
of Jesus. 

It was enough. She melted at that 
sight, as did those who, eighteen long 
centuries before, "smote their breasts 
and returned." 

Mrs. Landon was silent, for she dared 
not interrupt that first half -hour of fel- 
lowship with Jesus. But she prayed 
with her happy guests before she sent 
them home, and lay awake nearly all 
night thanking Qod for his great mercy. 

nie two cousins went no more to Mrs. 



Landon's. Just as the twentieth shilling 
was put aside for Mr. Warren, Herbert 
was found to be too weak to leave his 
room ; and as the year drew nearer to its 
close, he became so ill that it was feared 
that his father, whose return was now ex- 
pected, would arrive too late to bid him 
a last good-bye. 

The flowers in the little garden drooped 
and withered, the ground was covered 
with brown and yellow leaves, the 
autumn winds sighed round the house 
like voices that say farewell, as the little 
boy lay dying; yet he was never sad. 
He was going home. 

One evening in November his father 
came. They were alone together for 
several hours, and at the end of that 
happy time the sick boy placed a sove- 
reign in the hand which clasped his own. 
"It is what I have earned this year for 
the poor heathen," he explained. " Buy 
books with it, and give them to your 
people, dear papa." 

He said no more just then; but, as 
his cousin Marian soon after resumed 
her place beside his bed, she heard him 
pray for a blessing on his offering. "I 
shall not have much more time for prayer 
on earth," he whispered, as her shadow 
fell on the curtain; and he was right. 
Before the next morning dawned he slept 
in Jesus. 

"And I heard a voice from heaven 
saying unto me. Write, ]^lessed are the 
dead which die in the Lord : Yea, saith 
the Spirit, that they may rest from their 
labours; and their loorks do follow themJ* 
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MISSIONABY NEWS. 

Tou have often heard of Bengal, and the people who live in it, 
and who are called Bengalees. Bengal is the great centre province 
of India, and Calcutta is its chief city, and the seat of Government. 
Here the G-overnor- General resides. Here also are the chief courts 
of justice. Here also is the Baptist Mission Press, not the least 
important concern in Calcutta. The word mofussil is constantly 
used, and perhaps you may have seen it. Of course you would like to 
know what it means. Well then, simply the country, as distinct 
from the town. 

But as to these Bengalees, what sort of people are they ? They 
are very dark coloured as to their skin, with fine black hair, bright 
eyes, and somewhat delicate limbs; not strong, and large, and robiwt, 
like the English. Their behaviour is quiet, and they make low bows, 
called salaams, putting their hands up to their foreheads. They 
seem to have very little spirit, and no independence of feeling. We 
might say, in describing them, that they are infantine in everything. 
Neat and dexterous in making any toy or ornament of which they 
have a pattern, they do not show a particle of invention ; and their 
work, unless they follow some European model, is flimsy. Their 
religious processions constantly remind one of the imitation of some 
public ceremony which English children would make. One sees 
seven or eight persons gravely following a fellow who is tapping on 
a kind of drum that sounds like a cracked tin kettle, and though 
nobody looks at them, they have the air of being persuaded that 
they are doing something wonderfully interesting. The temples 
they build are just such as would be constructed by schoolboys in 
Europe, had they the habit of dealing in brick and mortar. The 
edifices are rarely above four feet high, exclusive of two op three 
steps on which they are raised, and contain some rude and shabby 
carving or delineation of one or other of their gods. 

They are very ignorant and very superstitious. Now you will 
best understand what this word means by attending to what imme* 
diately follows ; for an illustration by some fact will make it plain* 
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The disposition of the Hindoos seems peculiarly turned to venerate 
riyers; yet against the river Kurumnasa there exists a prejudice 
which I have not heard well explained. A Hindoo who shall have 
to ferry over this river, when on a pilgrimage to any of the sacred 
places, sujOTers indescribable anxiety lest any splash from the oars 
should touch his garments. If a single drop of the water of the 
Kurumnasa rest upon him, all his past labour goes for nought, and 
he must begin his pilgrimage anew, or pay a grievous sum to the 
Brahmins for his purification. 

Now it is among these people that the first missionaries laboured. 
It was among these that Carey, Marshman, and Ward L'ved, and 
preached, and died, and most of our Eastern missionaries are stUl 
among the Bengalees. I will tell you something more about them 
in the next Hebald. But just think what a wonderful change would 
take place among them if they knew the Bible. They would not be 
BO superstitious, so foolish, so degraded. Beside all this they are so 
wicked. Lying, thieving, cruelty, and many more wicked things 
which I cannot mention, they do every day. That is the reason 
why we are so anxious to send them the Ghospel ; and that is the 
reason why we think it so important to obey Christ's command, 
" Go ye into all the world, and preach the Gospel to every creature." 
So, dear children, we wish you to think of all this, and we beseech 
you to help in the good work. 

P. T. 

MlMion Honae, Moorgate Street, Ju-m, 1862. 



THB WALMBB CASTLE. 

DXAS Ghildsen, — ^Yonhaye probably heard of the " Walmer Castle" from your 
parent* or teachers. There was a short notice of it in the " Quarterly Missionary 
iHerald" for May last. You doubtless know what it is, and whence it deriyed its 
Soame. Walmer Oastle is an ancient building on the coast of Kent, commanding a 
Ibie Tiew of the Downs and the coast of France. As the residence of the lord warden 
of the Cinque ports, or fiye hayens, namely, Hastings, Eomney, Hy the, Doyer, and 
Sandwidi| which, you know, lie on the east parts of England, and, for certain 
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reasons, are considered of great importance, it is the name of a plac 
familiar to the eye and ear of a noted warrior and military commander, i 
Duke of Wellington — ^the great duke, "the hero of a hundred battles," as 
been called. I wonder who you think is the greater hero, he who OFercoi 
world and his sinful passions and desires, or he who humbles proud and an 
nations at the cannon's mouth or at the point of the bayonet P Solom< 
you recollect could solve knotty, or hard questions, has said, " He that is 
anj^er is better than the mighty, and he that ruleth his spirit, than he thai 
a aty.'' Aim at such heroism as this — moral and spiritual heroism ; it is 
be attained by help from on high ; that is promised by a faithful G-od to 
sincerely ask it. Aim at this ; and although the lot of some of you in thi 
may be cast among the lowly and the obscure, it will make you really gc 
great; for true greatness consists in fearing God and hating evil. Deper 
it the most courageous are they who resist temptations to sin, whether froi 
out or from their own wicked heart within, and who strive to show kinc 
enemies, to return good for evil, love for hatred, blessing for cursing ; ai 
learn, by the power and grace of Gt>d, to control and conquer themselves, 
this, and you will be good soldiers of Christ Jesus, who, as the glorious ai 
successful Oaptain of our salvation, will make you daily more than con 
over sin, Satan, and the world, and lead you on finally to victory and a 
Listen to his own words : " Behold I stand at the door and knock ; if a 
hear my voice, and open the door, I will come in to him, and will sup w: 
and he with me. To him that overcometh will I grant to sit with me 
throne, even as I also overcame, and am set down with my Father in his t 

•* Now let my aoxil arise 

And tread the tempter down : 
TAj Captain leads me forth 

To conquest and a crown. 
A feeble saint shall win the day. 
Though death and hell obstruct the way.*' 

Doubtless it was in honour of the late noble Duke of Wellington tha 
merchant ship, which left our shores last autumn for the far east, was ca 
•*Walmer Castle." Amongst her passengers were two missionaries an 
wives, about to carry the ti£ngs of the Gospel of peace to the benighted h 
Peace is so much better than war ; and surely the message of GK>spel ; 
peace^with Gtod for fallen and sinful man, through the precious blood of C 
must be the richest freight that winds ever wafted or waves ever bore over i 
of the great deep. Mr. Page, one of the missionaries, was returning to hi 
he having been born in India. One object that brought him to this count 
to ask for a little money to support thirty native teachers, whom he could 
in and around the large district in which he has laboured for some years, 
hoped to have taken back with him a plenty of good, devoted men from E 
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to instixict the Hindoos in the knowledge of the Qospel. Mr. Bouse was the only 
one who accompanied him. You can fancy you see Mr. and Mrs. Kouse taking 
lesTO of- their heloved relatives and friends, embarking on board the " Walmer 
Outlet" sailing down the Thames by the coast of Essex, where Mrs. House's con- 
nections live, and along the English Channel, passing Kent, Sussex, Hampshire, 
Boraetshire, to Devonshire, a county which must be inexpressibly dear to Mr. 
Bouee while memory lasts, and that will be for ever, as the place where, some 
jmn since, when quite a little boy, younger than many of you, he experienced a 
aow end heavenly birth, and first drew the breath of spuritual life. Can you point 
to e spot of similar deep interest to you, for the same reasons, dear reader ? You 
know that text, '* Except a man be bom again, he cannot see the kingdom of 
■ God: " and that promise, " A new heart will I give you, and a new spirit will I 
pot within you ; " and that implied command, " Thus saith the Lord, I will yet 
in* this be inquired of by the house of Israel, to do it for them." Obey in faith, 
if yoa have not yet obtained it, and the blessing is yours ! 

** For you the public prayer is made, 

O join the public prayer j 
For you the secret tear is shed, 

O shed yourselves a tear. 
We pray that you may early prove 

The Spirit* 8 power to teach ; 
Tou cannot be too young to love 

That Jesus whom we preach.'* 

The ** Walmer Castle " soon after reached the coast of Cornwall, and on the 
Land's End appearing in view, Mr. and Mrs. Bouse woold prepare to take a last 
view of England, the land of their birth. Don't you think a multitude of thoughts 
would crowd into their minds at that moment ? Thoughts of home : home scenes 
and home circles, home pursuits and home enjoyments i all very natural ; and as 
they nttered an almost inaudible " adieu,** the sigh broke forth, the silent tear 
be^ to start, when, lo 1 another scene presented itself to their minds, before 
wmeh the former melted into ashy paleness, as you have seen a landscape fade in 
the dissolving views, and gradually passed away ; while there seemed to be, per- 
luipsy a voice heard in their inmost soul, louder and more impressive than the roar 
of the snrrounding waters which now fell on their outward senses, saying, " He 
that loveth father or mother more than me, is not worthy of me." In the place 
of the scene just passed away, there was portrayed to their mental vision, as we 
nur^ suppose, a very large continent, or country, six times as large as Great 
Britain, rail of idols of every sort, more than some of you could number ; and 
thare were multitudes of people of a black or brown colour, thousands and hundreds 
of thousands ; seven times as many as in the island of Great Britain, most of them 
oar feOow-subjeots, governed by the same good Queen who governs you, some of 
liiem professing to ^^ followers of a false prophet, but most of them were bowing 
down end worshipping those dumb idols they themselves had set up^ \as^ ^^ 
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though thej were like our G-od, Hying, powerful, and good, and could reall, 
them in their necessities and bless them. See a vivid description which '. 
lately in a respectable public journal, after I had written this paper, of some 

Hindoo Idols. 

** The images, or idols, are divided into those which have been made and 
crated for permanent use, whether in the priyate house or public edifice, anc 
which are fabricated for occasional and special purposes, and after being i 
rarily worshipped, are utterly destroyed. The former are made of gold, 
brass, marble, alabaster, porcelain, and mixed metals, and are of all cone 
dimensions — from the size of a man's finger, and even smaller, to that of a g 
for there are idols of more than twenty feet in height. Those made for tem 
purposes are composed of very different materials from those which are in 
ror perpetual use ; but whatever the size and whatever the stuff of whicH tb 
composed, the same form is religiously observed. Mere ceremonial idols, mi 
festivals and similar occasions, have a framework or skeleton of bamboo and 
To this is added a coating of clay, mixed with chaff and cow dung. Co 
hemp, dyed black, is used for hair. Two or three coats of paint are laid ( 
last coat being the orthodox colour of the idol, whether white, yellow, b 
black. Muslin of various hues is employed in the different articles of dree 
image is made radiant with tinsel, and spangles, and ornaments of false ston 
mock pearls. Such idols, when they have served the objects for which the; 
made, are conveyed to the nearest river, and are there sunk to the bottom i 
them from profanation. As the festivals observed by the Hindoos art 
numerous, and the consumption of idols is proportionately great, idol-mak< 
constantly and busily employed, and may be seen in their workshops surro 
by the articles in which they trade in every stage of preparation. Those 
and consecrated for permanent use remain in the temples to which thej 
originally attached, or in the houses of those by whom they were first i 
Family idols are heirlooms, and are the inheritance of the Imeal descends 
their first owners, and are visited and worshipped as the patron deities 
domestic dynasty by the collateral branches." 

Now take your Bible, and read slowly and thoughtfully the description gi 
the idols of the heathen by inspired penmen : " Their idols are silver and go 
work of men's hands. They have mouths, but they speak not : eyes hav< 
but they see not : they have ears, but they hear not : noses have they, bu 
smell not : they have nands, but they handle not : feet have they, but the 
not : neither speak they through their throat. They that make them are liii 
them, and so is every one that trusteth in them.'' See also Isaiah xUv. frc 
9th to the 20th verse, and then think — there was aU that great multitude to 
I have referred suffering under this delusion, and perishmg for lack of the 
ledge of the true God, and Jesus Christ whom he has sent. It seemed like 
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11 white unto the harvest, with only here and there a reaper j while 
at cry was continually ascending, " Come over and help us." 
ich were the thoughts of Mr. and Mrs. House on taking their final 
:land, and there is little doubt about it, the conviction that they were 
•k in that great field, in that vast moral and spiritual waste, at the bid- 
great Lord of the vineyard, under his eye and in his presence, would 
ih the rising sigh, and check the starting tear, and they would set their 
Lstly and joyfully toward the shores of their adopted country. And 
lid so ; for we may well ask what are homesteads, and hearths, and 
rments, all of which are transient, and, in a sense, passing away, when 
•arisen with the pleasure of working for Gl-od in far distant lands, thus 
ather together Christ's flock which is scattered abroad, that, with all 
.d of Q-od, they may meet at last in one home, even our Father's house 
y the pleasures arising from each source — from living to ourselves, at 
1 in comfort, with no special purpose beyond caring for the things of 
vhat we shall eat, and what we shall drink, and with what we shall be 
d those which arise from living to Gbd and for the salvation of souls. 
J the balances of the sanctuary, and see which are the most solid, the 
^ing, the most enduring. Put into the one scale all you can collect 
le delights of social intercourse, the interchange of family affections, at 
I occasion of the regular yearly reunions, or meetings; add, also, all 
igh worldly prospects, honours, and distinctions, arising from lucrative 
3fes8ions, put them all in ; then, into the other scale put but one soul, 
you like, the soul of a formerly dark and deluded Hindoo, on whom has 
»ht of life through your efforts; estimate them fairly, weigh them well ; 
amazing— down, down goes the latter; up flies the former to the beam ; 
on earth can be compared with the value of the soul, and the joy oif 
ick to the Q-od it had forsaken. It is written, "What will a man give 
for his soul ?" What would not we give, yes, and give up too, to be 
f saving a soul ! Its price is above rubies; its redemption is precious; 
He only can estimate who formed it, made it immortal, and died to 
om the power of the devil. Go to Calvary, dear reader, Imger there ; 
L of God and what he did there ; how he suffered and died there from 
30ul of man, and then say its worth if you can. 

" When shall the untutored Indian tribes, 

A dark, bewildered race. 
Sit down at our Inunanuel's feet. 

And learn and feel his grace ? 
Smile, Lord, on each divine attempt 

To spread the Gospel's rajs ; 
And build on sin's demolished throne 

The temple of tiiy praise." 

ask, are there not souls to be sought out and saved in England ? Is 
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there no work to be done at home, that so much is said about goin 
True, there is work to be done at home ; for there are mournfully dark 
left in our favoured island, and all souls are equally precious, whether t'. 
souls of Englishmen or of Indians. If, however, the question be one of 
five spiritual destitution, it is very clear where the greater need lies. I 
leave you to work the sum, and produce the answer, and show whether 
instruction be more wanted in England, with her numberless active an 
private Christians, — in England, the land of religious books and ti 
emphatically the land of the Bible, that holy book of God, which every < 
sons and daughters may read, and, under the teaching of the Holy Spirit 
and come to the knowledge of the truth, — in England, where we have, ii 
to all these blessings, preachers of the G-ospel of Christ, as one to at 
hundred of the population,— or in India, where there are but few religi 
and Bibles in circulation, and fewer Christian teachers and preachers, p( 
one to a hundred thousand of the population. Think of one good man 1 
spiritual oversight of a hundred thousand souls ! Dare he undertake it 
he exercise it ? Marvel not, then, that we rejoice when good men and v 
stirred up to leave country and kin, and go forth with steadfastness 8 
point the dying heathen to the dying Saviour, even the Lamb of God, \f 
away the sin of the world. 

We have now, in imagination, accompanied the " Walmer Castle" to t 
End. I had intended going further, but the time I have allotted to yo 
Perhaps I may say a word or two more on the same subject next montt 
mean time be busy with your Testament or Bible, and find out all the 
you can on the ipiorant and degraded condition of the heathen worid 
morally, and religiously. I shall be happy if I have succeeded in intere 
in one company of missionaries, for you will then take an interest in otl 
in one sphere of labour, for you will wish for its prosperity and that o 
and as wishing only is usurious, and prevents working, you will not rest 1 
vdshing will be followed by working, and prayer will precede and follow 
will al^ delight to give of your substance to the Lord, yes, and some oi 
give yourselves to him and to his cause. You, good lads, will be wantm^ 
haste and grow up to manhood, that you may be active in assisting to s 
news of the great salvation at home or abroad. And we should all mak* 
be useful in this good work, for time is making haste ; life is short and s< 
both young and old, who fear God and love Jesus, will soon be in heav 
we shall not find missionary societies to call forth our benevolence, bec< 
suppose, they are not wanted there. " Whatsoever thy hand findeth to 
with thy might." 

I am. 

Your loving Mend, 

Heathfleld,jyy,1863. 
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THE TWO MITSS. 

, and bdMld haw tVa p«>ople cast mwcr imto tW 
I eut in KQeh. And tka« cum a eeitum poor wtdov, aad 
9 a fHtiung. And b« eaD«d onto biia hu duK9pl<«« and aatth 
iMtotiiw, Verily I waj nto joo, tint this poor widov hath cast mow ia thaa all th^T whieh 
have eeat into thei m ae eij : for all thtj^ east ia of their ahondance ; bat ahe of her want did 
«Htiaaathatriiehad,effenanher]iTn{.**— MjLmKxiL41>-ftk .^^«;^ 

I AX ^md this poor woman came in just as she did. I am glad she did not 
ikop^ look at her mites, and saj, ** There is no use in mj giring onlj tkete^ I 
am ^ad she did not look at her little fiunihr, and say, **I must not roh my 
dnUben.** I am glad she did not look at her rich neigfaboun, and say, ** They 
win not expect me to gnre." Because, if she had, St« Mwk could not hsTe told us 
how tife Lord lores littles. He does not lore stim^ littles, or cmrefes* littles, or 
gmi^img Httles. If we gtre him snch littles, we cannot expect his &TOur or 
waam^ **foT God loreth a cheerful giTcr." This poor wcHiian gare him her liiffe 

' mi; and it was the ** all" that pleased the Lord, whether little or much, because 

' CM lofes to be trusted, not half way, but wholly. 

Did you erer hear of the poor woman who gaye her tea-kettle ? Perhaps not« 

' Well, ue did. She was poor and old, and li^ with her son, who neyer gaye 
her a fitfthing. She had not much comfort in anybody but Gtod : ho comfortad 
her; and she took great delight in pndsiDg him and praying. She was nerer tired 
of saying, **Thy kmgdom come. Thy will be done on eaiih as it is 



in hearen.** 

I It ^eased her to hear the minister tell about preaching Christ to the heathen, 

: and getting the little black children into Jesus' fold ; and she wished she could do 

Mnething. The minister asked her one day if she had not her widow's mite to 

gif e. ** 5ome in two weeks," said she, "and see." 

Well, she thought and thought where she should get it, and quite likely won- 
donsd how the poor widow in the Bible got hers. She was past earning it, and 
besides, she liyed on the edge of the pine woods, where money was scarce. One 
o^lit as she lay praying and thinking, she thought of an old brass tea-kettle there 
vat up in the garret, under the eayes of the house^ and the next morning she went 
nd ibfund it among the dust and rubbish of years. It was her tea-kettle. She 
took it under her shawl to the blacksmith's shop, and there sold it for — how much 
do yoa think ? Two shillings I When the minister came back she put them into 
the Lord's treasury, and how happy and thankful she was. It was one of those 
« littto alls" yery dear to the h^ftrt of Gk>d. 

Then you know how the " two mites" gained, according to Gh>d's arithmetic. 
^Tfais poor widow," said Jesus, '* cast in more than they all }" for " two mites *' 
added to loye, and multiplied by faith, and that multiplied again and again by 
pmer, will run up yery fast ; I expect, faster than we can count, or see to count. 
ITor can we see the answer ; but God can. It is in a rich reyenue of blessing 
tieatare laid up on high. 
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SMALL THINGS. 

These is nought tbat God has made, so small 

That it has not a destined end : 
All things in their turn his purpose serve, 

And j3i to his glory tend. 

A grain of dust to the eye unseen, 

With myriads may combine. 
To form a bulwark to the sea. 

And its hoarse wild waves confine. 

That little drop of pearly dew, 

Which on the blue-bell lies, 
May dance in the sun's bright beams, away 

In a rainbow of the skies ; 

Or from the bosom of that cloud 

With other drops as small, 
Upon the parched and fainting flowers 

A gushing shower may fall. 

Or with other tiny sister drops, 

In the glassy, pearly deep. 
It may lave the mariner's lifeless brow. 

In his long, last, solemn sleep. 

And thuLS the humblest of us all, 

Qt)d's instrument may prove. 
To bless and shed o'er fellow-man, 

The bounty of his love. 
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HOBLAIX, BBITTANY. 

On the otlier page we give our young readers a view of 1 
Baptist Chapel, at Morlaix, Brittany. Brittany, as our readi 
wo hope know, is one of the provinces of France, and it is the oi 
place in France in which the Baptist Missionary Society haa 
mission established. For many years Mr. Jenkins has labour 
there alone, and his labours have been much blessed by God ; I 
lately he has been joined by Mr. Monod, a young French gentlem 
whom God has converted by his grace, and who it is hoped will 
a great help to Mr. Jenkins, and a useful missionary and minis 
of Christ. 

The chapel, which was opened in 1846, is a very plain buildi] 
without any ornament, measuring about thirty-three feet by fori 
five. It is not such a chapel as we have so many of at home, w 
galleries, pews, and everything beautiful: it is, as we have sa 
very plain indeed, and is fitted up only with pulpit and bench( 
but it is at least light and airy; and every Sunday from sixty 
seventy persons assemble to hear the word of God. Mr. Jenki 
who generally preaches, preaches in the French language ; but 
also addresses the Bretons who are present in their own dialect, a 
he also contemplates setting up an entire Breton service, as 1 
number who attend is increasing. There is also a Sunday Sch 
held in the chapel. The chapel is open not only on Sunday, I 
on Saturday also, when some thousands of country people come 
market ; and Guillion (one of the colporteurs) attends to sell Tes 
ments and tracts, and to converse witn any one who may come in. 

The number of members in the church at Morlaix is now thirty-fo 
Mr. Jenkins and Mr. Monod have several other stations where tl 
preach besides that at Morlaix. During the last year seven vn 
baptized, and there are several others, we are told, who are dispoe 
to foUow Christ their Saviour. But they are surrounded by 
ignorant and Buperstitious Boman Catholic population; and tl 
have difficulties consequently to contend with of which we in t 
happy country have no idea. Let us pray that they may be blen 
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md may be the means of bringing many of the poor Bretons 
fledge of the truth. 



"APEAID OP JESUSJ 



)een thinking for the last five 
w I can best begin to describe 
;er^s home, and at last I have 
irk. It was very pleasant, 
, for it was simply a farm- 
romantic, for it was only a 
re, solid-looking place, with a 
I, and a cluster of farm-build- 
ar lai'ge yard, and a row of 
ies in its neighbourhood ; but 
lecidedly pleasant, 
a only ten years old ; but she 
ightful, that everyone treated 
she had been fifteen. Her 
oke of her as "my right 
r father made her the com- 
his walks; her governess re- 
as a young but valued friend ; 
rvants looked upon her as a 
very superior intellect and 
All this might have turned 
iin had she been conscious 
that other children had not 
)osition ; as it was, having no 
I with whom to compare her- 
.ther accepted her honours as 
)urse. 

IS clever, there was no doubt 
Her fondness for reading, and 
ibrance of what she read, her 
3 in study, and her reflections 



on what she studied, all tended to con- 
vince her parents that she was gifted. 
Already she touched the piano skilfully, 
read French with a good accent, wrote a 
fair hand, and excelled in arithmetic. 
Yet there was something wanting in 
Susan Walters. She was not all that 
could be Aviahed, for she was not re- 
ligious. 

Clever, kind - hearted, affectionate, 
agreeable, industrious, she was yet des- 
titute of that one thing which the Bible 
declares to be absolutely necessary — 
peace with God through his Son Jesus 
Christ. It was a great want; and the 
misfortune was that Susan did not feel 
it. She was content to live without 
Jesus Christ; and as to dying, she 
seldom thought of that. She was only 
ten years old ! 

The parents of Susan Walters were 
earnest Christians. They talked with 
their child, and prayed for her; but it 
seemed as if their prayers were all un- 
heard. In regard to til things else, the 
child was interested and intelligent; in 
regard to religion, she valued forms 
alone — and even these only as so many 
steps to the good opinion of those around 
her. 

"I am quita strong/' ahA iToisros^N 
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" not likely to be ill, and still less likely 
to die. There will be time enough when 
I am old, eh, Richard ! " 

This question was, one day, addressed 
to Susan's bird, a canary, remarkable for 
it3 intelligence. Dick answered by a 
shake of tbe head, which for a moment 
puzzled his little mistress. 

"Do you say 'No*?** she inquired; 
"how dull of you! but I see you are 
quite melancholy for want of exercise. 
Come into the garden, and let us swing 
together.** 

They went, and the canary appeared 
to enjoy the change ; for he grew cheer- 
ful, and sang a pretty song in Susan*s 
ear, as she swept languidly to and fro 
between the fir-trees at the end of her 
father's garden. 

" How lovely ! ** exclaimed the child ; 
"I could stay here always.** Then, see- 
ing her father standing at the door of 
the house, she shouted that it was 
" nice,*' and invited him to join her. 

"I would swing you myself, dear 
papa,*' she continued, laughing, "and 
Kichard would sing on your shoulder." 

Her father drew near and thanked 
her. He would come by-and-by, when 
he returned from Crofton. 

"From Crofton, papa?" exclaimed 
Susan; "is Hannah Brown worse?" 

" Much worse. They all think she is 
dying," 

"May I not go with you? I so 
want to see Hannah again. Poor little 
Hannah 1*' 

The swing was forgotten, and friend 
Bichard was hastily restored to his gilded 



cage, as Susan turned quickly 
gai*den, and hastened to her 
parlour to announce that poor 
was dying, and that she, Susai 
to say " Gk)od-bye " to her. 

" I will come back in time foi 
she pleaded, earnestly, "and H 
always so veiy glad to see me." 

" But you have never yet see 
person," said Mrs. "Waltei-s, " 
may alarm you. Think well b( 
decide, and be very serious. I 
prayerfully to this sick room, 
receive a blessing; but if you 
from mere curiosity, its holy lei 
be lost upon you." 

The child sat down, and f 
minutes was lost in thought. Th< 
she put on her hat, kissed her 
and went away. It was a hot 
Mr. Walters walked but slowlj 
the lanes which led to Crofton. 
attached to Hannah — the faithfi 
whom a dying friend had comi 
his guardianship some twenty yej 
— and it was with solemn fee] 
he went to bid farewell to one 
so soon to join her beloved fi 
master in heaven. 

The cottage in which Hanna 
had found a home_stood almos 
the shadow of Crofton Mills, 
place very rich in trees, and f 
flowers— in ferns, and bees, ani 
flies — in tinkling streams and 
flats, and views of far-distant b 
touched, as Hannah thought, 
above them. A simple creal 
Hannah, but "rich in faith.* 
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era and Susan entei'ed, they 
singingi 

8 rdigion most supply 
id comfort when we die/' 

ble but earnest voice. It was 
ent that she knew that she was 
d was ready. As the father 
iter drew near and spoke to 
aid, **I am very happy, fop 
Q my heart. I shall soon get 

ting of death has been taken 
d Mr. Walters. 

* thanks be unto God who 
the victory through our Lord 
ist'" 

would you rather die than 
ed Susan, as, a few minutes 
father entered into convcrsa- 
Biinnah's nurse, 
or * to die is gain,''* said the 
"and oh. Miss, dear, if you 
3nr poor little Hannah spoak 
' you about your soul, don't 
oming to Jesus any longer. 
, Miss Susan, and give a beau- 
g life to Him who died upon 
to save poor sinners. Bon't 
ng, but come noto,*' 
Id's head drooped, and tears 
3 swarthy hand which clasped 

She had been wont to think 
»r negro servant as her inferior ; 
er eyes were opened. 
. I felt as you do," she mur- 
ily ; " for now I dare not think 
E am afraid." 
to think of Jesus ! " exclaimed 



Hannah; "that is tenible;" and put- 
ting her hands together, she prayed thftt 
Christ would i-eveal himself to her dar- 
ling. 

^* Teach her how loving thou art, and 
how full of gentleness. Make her a 
lamb of the fold, sweet Shepherd of 
Israeli" 

The prayer was scaixiely ended when 
Mr. Walters came back to read with 
Hannah. The chapter which he chose 
was the nineteenth of John ; and Susan 
listened as she had never listened before 
to its touching and moamful, yet cheer- 
ing history. The love of Jesus was in 
some measure revealed to her as she sat 
musing in the dying chamber ; and before, 
she bade a last farewell to Hannah, the 
child had resolved to search the Bible 
prayerfully, in order that she might 
learn the truth about salvation. 

Nearly thirteen years have passed 
since Hannah died, and Susan no longer 
lives in her pleasant English home. 
Far over the sea, on the maigin of a 
barren plain, she teaches to the daugh- 
ters of heathendom the great truths of 
Christ's holy Gospel. No longer afraid 
to think of the Redeemer, she feela an 
intense delight in spreading abroad the 
knowledge of his love, and is prepared, 
if need be, to sacrifice even life itself 
upon his altar. 

The talents which were once regarded 
as her own, are now set apart for Him 
whose service is perfect freedom; and, 
like Hannah, she is persuaded that, while 
for her to live is Chiist, "to die 
gain." 



\ 
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Are there any readers of this book who 
are afraid to think of Jesus? If so, let 
me urge them to search the Scriptures, 
as Susan did, very prayerfully, * ' They, " 
said the Saviour, "testify of me ;" and 
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none can read them, under the guidance 
of God's Spirit, without discovering that [ 
He who was crucified on Calvary is 
Love. 



Oke of the greatest blessings whicli the Bible has given us is our 
Sundar. It is a pleasant day to you, children, who love what is 
good. * Getting ready in the morning, having your breakfast in good 
time, your parents smiling upon you, your mother putting out your 
clean, best clothes, and setting you off to be in time — all this is 
so nice ! And then the singing and prayer with which the school 
is opened, and the cheerful good morning of your kind teacher, and 
the lessons, and the service, and the going home, and the coming 
again, till the day is over, and all so quiet, make the Sabbath a 
delight. 

What a world of toil and restlessncFs it would be without such a : 
day ! -Tour parents, who have to work hard all the week, know what ■ 
a pleasant thing rest is — one day in seven. God hallowed and | 
blessed the first Sabbath, and he has hallowed and blessed every | 
one since that first one. Indeed, in the quiet country it seems | 
quieter on that day than on any other. The sheep and the cows i 
lie quieter, the whole landscape seems lulled under its influence, [ 
and the little birds sing softer. Oh ! it is a blessed day to those I 
who love God ! ^ I 

But all over the heathen world, and that includes every country ; 
where idolatry prevails, there is no Sabbath. Tou were reading 
something about India in the lasi number of the Juvenile. Now 
listen to what follows, and you will have some idea of what a sad 
thing it is for a country to have no such a day. 

** There is no such thing as a Hindoo or Mohammedan Sabbath. 
Ko one day of the week is set apart for relaxation, either on reUgious 
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or social grounds. Friday is only partly kept by the Mohammedan 
of rank or independence. Of course the recurrence of well-known 
dates, in either calendar, is the signal for fasting or feasting, for 
rejoicing at home, or for walking three or four miles to see the huge 
car of Juggernath drawn by a hundred votaries, the image of Kali 
dipped in the rirer, the holy shrines of Kerbela hoisted above the 
heads of a frantic crowd of enthusiasts. On such occasions, in 
Bengal at least, Hindoo end Mohammedan will look indifferently on 
any show. "We saw more Mussulmans than Hindoos this year at 
the great festival of the Eath. We have been told of Mohammedans 
hiring themselves to be swung at the Hindoo festival of the Churruch 
Foojah. The Erench revolutionists tried unsuccessfully the experi- 
ment of annihilating the Sabbath, and of giving man and beast only 
one day's rest in ten. At first sight, it might seem that what signally 
failed in Trance, had gone on successfully for centuries in India. 
But the fact is, that festivals, visits, the course of the seasons, the 
facility with which the mere necessaries of life are procured, and 
constitutional laziness, give the peasant relaxation, which, in some 
measure, makes up for the absence of any regularly allotted day of 
rest." 

Ton see then, dear children, by such illustrations as this, what 
real good missions do, in giving to the poor benighted heathen the 
Bible, and good men to preach the truths which it contains. By 
these they not only are brought to know their own misery and 
danger, but the remedy and the means of safety. And all this is 
not for the future only. The missionary's work will promote their 
happiness and well-being in this life as well as in that to come. 

xou will be glad to hear that this season Mr. Waldock and Mr. 
Pigott will go to Ceylon, Mr. Edwards and Mr. Etherington to 
India, and Mr. Wenger and Mr. Kalberer are returning to their 
posts of labour. By the time these lines meet your eye, some of 
these will be far on their way, and the rest will be about departing. 
liOt us pray that God may give them a pleasant and a prosperous 
voyage. 

E. T. 

IGanon House, Moorgate Street. 
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THE WALMEE CAlSTLB. 

DxAB OHiLDitEV, — ^You remember that, last month, we left the miasionaiy 
party on board the " Wahner Castle," off the Land's End. Their long yoyago 
progressed pleasantly. Just think of being four months at sea ; of sailmg over 
eleven thousand miles of deep water,' yet being as safe and happy, under the care 
and protection of God, as you are under your own father's root, or in your own 
bed. You know that G-od, who first made the world and all the creatures in it, 
stDl sustains and governs it and them. His eye is ever watchful, for he neither 
slumbers nor sleeps ; and his power and willingness to bless, keep, and defend all 
who love him and trust in him, who can tell ? Of such, he himself has said, 
** The very hairs of your head are all numbered." O what a thing it is, is it not, 
to have this God for our Father and Friend for ever ? David says, '* The Lord is 
a great God, and a great King above all gods. In his hand are the deep places of 
the earth : the strength of the hills is his also. The sea is his, and he made it : 
and his hands formed the dry land." The same Almighty Being who first formed 
the sea, measuring the waters in the hollow of his hand, gave it his decreed place: 
of soft sand making bars and doors, and saying, " Hitherto shalt thou come, bat 
no further : and here shall thy proud waves be stayed." I say, the very same God 
still rules and controls the ocean. At his bidding the storm arises, and the storm 
subsides, and thus the mariner, and all such as go down to the sea in shipo, and 
do business in great waters, eeo the works of the Lord and his wonders in the 
deep, and may learn, if they will, where their safety and prosperity lie^ and that 
their wisdom, as well as their duty, is to fear,love^ and obey God. 

" His hands the wheels of nature guide. 
With an unerring skiU ; 
And countless worlds, extended wide. 
Obey his sovereign will." 

From all the dangers of the deep it pleased God to preserve all on board the 
" Walmer Castle." They reached Calcutta, the place of their destination, early m 
February last, doubtless with hearts filled with gratitude. '* Oh that men wonld 
praise the Lord for his goodness, and for his wonderful works to the children of 
men." We must now leave the missionaries in the land of hot suns, amongst a 
psople with dark faces and darker minds. Let us affree to remember them, and all 
the faithful labourers in the Gospel there : the Wesleyan missionaries, the Chnidi 
missionaries, missionaries from the London and Baptist Societies ; lot us pray for 
all who are working in that wide field, all white unto the harvest, with only hefe 
and there a reaper. On behalf of Iiidia let the petition ascend daily to God, one 
united, full, prevailing petition, from old and young, Thtf kingdom come. 

At some time] we may visit some other part of the heathen world together, 
should life be spared. Let prayer for the spread of Christ* s kingdom be the 
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; of jour Scripture researches this month. You -will find one whole Psalm 
subject, and many other portions. May the Spirit of 6lt>d write them oh 
eart. 

I am, 

Your loving fnend, 

E.S. 
ifield, August, 1862. 



ABOUT PRINCE BADAMA, 

many princes would have dared to do what this prince did — Prince 
la, of Madagascar. Madagascar, you know, is an island in the Indian 
five times as large as England, peopled by a superior coloured race. As 
JO as 1819, some English missionaries' carried the Gospel there. Old King 
la bade them welcome. He liked what he knew of England, and thought 
uld like the Englishman's religion also. They planted the Gospel in the 
sart of his kingdom. It took deep root, and branched out on every side, 
keen years the good missionaries worked with great success. Schools were 
!, churches gathered, the Bible was translated, and more than twenty 
nd tracts were printed in the native language. Those were precious days 
dagascar. 

828 the good king died, and his wife reigned in his stead. When she was 
d, she took two idols in her hand, and said to the idols, " I put my trust 
; therefore yo» must support me." The queen, alas ! was a heathen, and 
I, she hated her Christian subjects, and very soon let them know it. Pass- 
hapel one day where a little company of believers were praying and singing 

to God, she said she should not rest until all their heads were off. And 
here began a long and bitter persecution of the Christians, such as was 
ever before equalled. They were flogged, speared, burned, and thrown 
)recipice8. The missionaries, of course, had to leave, and their Bibles were 

I could not dare tell you all the cruelties that were practised j it would 
rour blood curdle. The poor Christians behaved in a way that took their 

persecutors by surprise. " There is in the white man's religion," they 
some secret charm^ which takes away the fear of deatli." Yes, there m. 

must think the Gospel was pretty nearly crushed and rooted out. It 
: so, indeed. But the fact is, the religion of Jesus Christ is a heavenly life, 
not be conquered or rooted out. Satan has done his best to kill it for 
n hundred and 6ixty years ; but Satan will have to give it up, for Christ is 
V than he. The Gospel is spreading everywhere. All the while it was 

so by this cruel queen, it was gurgliij and sparkling in little underground 
I aU over her realm ; for the Cln^istians used to meet in caves^ in theCQ^sfixl^^ 
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on the mountain tops, in the dark midnight, to take sweet counsel with Jesus, 
comfort themselves with his blessed promises. 

And then what happened ? The queen had a son, an only son, Kadama, 
darling. He became a believer in Jesus ; and when one day the queen was ur| 
severer measures, " Madam," replied her prime minister, " yov.r son is a Christ 
He prays with the Christians ; he encourages the Christians. We are lost if 3 
majesty does not stop him" " Oh !" cried the queen-mother, in an agony of 
and love, " he is my son, my only son, my beloved son ! Let him do as he will 
is my son." Kadama was only seventeen when this happened. At an age \f 
too many boys in Christian lands disown their early piety and forsake the wor 
God, Badama professed his faith in Christ, and chose the Bible for his guide, 
mother despised his religion, he knew. The great men of the kingdom hatec 
He took the unpopular side when it was not only unpopular but highly danger 
The popular side was heathen, as, indeed, the popular side is too apt to be. 
the prince took his stand, and never flinched. He stood bravely up between 
mother's persecuting rage and God's little defenceless flock ; and her arm 
palsied, for if she struck again, she must strike her son, and a more tender 
affectionate son a mother never had. 

After this she indeed relaxed something of her severity; but she would 
repeal the wicked laws which had been passed against the Christians, 
banished missionaries, then in England, occasionally received letters from the ] 
saints in Madagascar ; and Bibles were sometimes smuggled into the islam 
casks of nails or bales of cloth. A revised copy of the Malagasy Bible, printe 
England, was privately sent to the young prince, who wrote back, " I thank 
and .pray Jehovah God to bless you. I am doing all in my power for the pe 
of God in trouble here, as God blesses me. Pray much to God to bless me, 
the Christians, and the people of Madagascar. I am extremely glad with ^ 
words when you say you will come back again to teach us all true wisdom. 
God- Jehovah grant what you and we desire ! '* 

About eight years ago, one of the missionaries ventured io go back ; bu 
could not stay. There was a strong heathen party, headed by a cousin of 
prince, who threatened the queen in case any favour was shown the Christ: 
Indeed, the prince's life was in constant danger. His mother found it necos 
to place a strong body-guard to protect him. Better than body-guard, Ood 
his defence and his shield. 

A few months since, news came of the wicked queen's death. The hea 
party is put down, the leader of it banished, and the prince is seated on 
throne. King Badama II. Good things are in store, we trust, for Madaga 
One of the first acts of this pious king was to write to the missionaries, te 
them that his whole land is open to the preaching of the Gospel, He is resc 
to establish Christian schools upon a large scale for all his subjects ; and e 
step thus far is full of wisdom and promise. 
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WHITBWASHINa EXTBAOBDIITAKY. 

The Bey. James Wniiams, the \rell-knowii and pbilanthropio missionaTy, so 
long resident in the South Sea Islands, taught the uatiTes to manufactnie Ume 
from the coral of their shores. The powerful effect produced upon them, and the 
extraordinary uses to which they applied it, he thus facetiously describes : — 

" After having laughed at the process of burning, which they believed to be to 
oook the coral for their food, what was their astonishment, when in the morning 
tfaey found his cottage glittering in the rising sun, white as snow ! They danced, 
they sang, they shouted, and screamed with joy. The whole island was in a com- 
motion, given up to wonder and curiosity, and the laugliable scenes which ensued 
after they got possession of the tub and brush, baffled description. The high-bred 
immediately voted it a cosmetic and kalydor, and superlatively happy did many a 
swarthy coquette consider herself, could she but enhance her charms by a daub of 
the white brush. And now party spirit ran high, as it will do in more civilised 
ooontries, as to who was and who was not best entitled to preference. One party 
urged their superior rank ; one had the brush, and was determined at all events to 
keep it ; and a third tried to overturn the whole, that they might obtain some of 
the sweepings. They did not even scruple to rob each other of the little share 
that some luad been so happy as to secure. But soon new lime was prepared, and 
in a week not a hut, a domestic utensil, a war club, or a garment, but was as white 
as snow ; not an inhabitant but had a skin painted with the most grotesque 
figures ; not a pig but what was similarly whitened ; and even mothers might be 
seen in every direction, capering with extravagant gestures, and yelling with de- 
light at the superior beauty of their whitewashed infants." — American Journal, 



DO YOU UNDERSTAND THE GOSPEL? 

A VEBY old woman, on the coast of Africa, came regularly to hear the mis- 
sionary preach, and listened with great attention. Now, if people have not learned 
when they are young, it is difficult to teach them when they are old. So the 
missionary tried to speak very simply, that all might understand. This poor 
woman seemed to be made very happy, by hearing about Christ. She became a 
new creature. She left off worshipping idols, and served her Saviour with her 
whole heart. 

One day the missionary was catechising her, and he said, ** Do you understand 
the Gospel?" 

Tears rolled down her cheeks, as she lifted up her hand, and said, ** O my 
ministery my head tliick, my tongue heavy ; but " (pressing her hand upon hee l^ 
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bosom) **mj heart feels. Me poor G-ainea woman, minister; me no a 

speak good'; but what you say comes in here" (pointing to her ears), 

■Irikes me Uiere" (pointing to her heart). " Understand you, minister! 

ooiild all thb ofaange take place in oar hearts, and conduct, and families, 

did not understand you ?" 

«• Well," said the missionary, " what think you of Christ ? " 

^ O massa, me lore Jesus. He died for me. Me hare nothing to think 

but Jesus. Me giye myself for eyer to Jesus." 

Did not this African understand ? Aye, and though she said her iongi 

" heayy," I think it spoke very weU. 



THE LITTIiE FILaBIMS. 

Thb way to heaven is narrow, 
And its blessed entrance strait ; 

But how safe the little pilgrims 
Who get within the gate ! 

The sunbeams of the morning 
Make the narrow path so fair ; 

And these early little pilgrims 
iFind dewy blessings there. 

They pass o'er rugged mountains. 
But they climb them with a song ; 

For these early little pilgrims 
Have sandals new and strong. 

They do not greatly tremble 

When the shadows night foretell ; 

For these early little pilgrims 
Have tried the path so well. 

They know it leads to heayen. 
With its bright and open gates, 

Where for hi^py Httle pilgrims 
A Sayio«r> wak^ome waits^ 
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THE HOLE IN THE POCEIET. 

I VISITED a house not long ago, and the chief thing on the centre table was — 
what? An elegant vase? No. A splendid red picture-book? Ko. A new 
game? No. It was a mission-box. "It stands there," said the father of the 
little family who live in that sitting-room, "a silent preacher, but preaching 
always, 'Deny thyself for Christ's sake."* 

I examined the box, and found reading on it. On one side were Chnst's last 
words ; and last words, you know, are very meaning words : " Go ye into all the 
world, and preach the G-ospel to every creature." On another side there was this : 
"Kot because I desire a gift, but I desire that fruit may abound to your account" 
(Phil IT. 17). 

Every Sabbath morning father recounts the goodness of God through the week, 
the mercies of Gt>d to his little flock, the privilege and the blessing of their all 
having been bom in a Christian land ; and then, as a testimony of his gratitude, 
lie pats a part of his weekly earnings in the mission -box, to help to give others 
their share of the blessings so highly prized by them. Mother and all the children 
follow other's example, and put in their mites. 

One day Georgy came into the room where I was reading alone, and he seemed 
Teiy uneasy and restless. " Want anything, Georgy ? " " No," he said, 
'* nothing." He kept putting his hand into his pocket, pulling out something, 
looking at it, and poking it back again. At last, after a great while, he marched 
to the table, and there was a clinking in the mission-box. '* There you are, and 
I'm glad of it," said the little boy, speaking aloud to himself. 

••"What is it, Georgy ?" " Oh," said Georgy, "I had a penny-piece, and a big 
Qnnge down at Corson's seems to keep saying, 'Buy me ; eat me ; I'm real good 
tasting.' Now I don't trulif want the orange j do I ? but the heathen truly want 
C%rift ; don't they ? " asked the little boy, looking up with sweet earnestness in 
his£M». "Indeed they do," I said. "Well, I thought so," replied he; "so I 
imt my penny-piece in the mission-box tO'day^ lest there might be a wmghty hole 
in mtf pocket before Sunday." 

The naughty holes in the pocket ! Oh, I am afiraid there are a great many of 
tbem, and a great deal of missionary money gets out through them. Georgy's 
atand, and Georgy's stand ahne^ will save it ! 



i 
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SOW! 

Sow with a generous hand, 

Pause not for toil or pain, 

Weary not through the heat of summer, 

Weary not through the cold spring rain ; 

But wait till the autumn comes, 

Por the sheaves of golden grain. 

Sow, for the hours are fleeting. 
And the seed must fall to-day ; 
And care not what hands shall reap it. 
Or if you shall have passed away. 
Before the waving corn-fields 
Shall gladden the sunny day. 

Sow — and look onward, upward, 
Where the starry light appears — 
Where, in spite of the coward's doubting, 
Or your own heart's trembling feara, 
You shall reap in joy the harvest 
Ton have sown to-day in tears. 
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mahometanism:. 

In reading or hearing about '' the religions of the world/' most of 
our young readers have, no doubt, often heard of Mahometanism. 
Few of them have probably any idea, however, of the greatness of 
the number of the followers of the false proi>het, as he is termed, 
nor of the extent of the surface of the world which they inhabit ; nor 
have they any idea of the superstition and ignorance of the true God, . 
which prevail among this vast multitude of people. As to the creed ! 
or religion of the JVfahometans, indeed, it is not possible for us here . 
to give any description of it ; that our youne readers may hear about 
from their teachers or parents, who will be able to tell them at 
length of the strange mixture of truth and falsehood, which is 
credited by the poor deluded people who live and die believers in 
the religion of Mahomet. In this brief article we intend only to 
try to induce our readers to inquire into the subject, by telling them 
of the great number of Mahometans. 

The religion of Mahomet is not, like some other religions, dis- 
tributed over different parts of the globe. It is confined to one 
part of the world only. But the extent to which it is received ^ 
be judged from the fact, that the portion of the globe which the 
followers of the prophet possess, extends from the west of A&ica on 
the one side, to the borders of Tartary and Thibet on the other ; and 
that it embraces nearly the whole of that part of Africa which tf 
north of the Niger and of Babelmandeb, as well as Turkey, Arabia^ 
Persia, Affghanistan, and the region which borders on the Caspiin 
Sea. If our readers will turn to the map, they will see how lami 
part of the world is included in the countries we have named. ItiB 
inhabited by at least one hundred and fifty millions of people* In ! 
extent it is nearly three times as large as the whole of Europe. In 
Europe itself the whole of Turkey is still uuder Mahometan in* 
fluence ; and there three times a day, or oftener, the traveller hem 
still the oft-repeated cry, ^ There is no god but Qod, and Mahonet 
is his prophet." 

As yet comparatively little has been done to place the Goq^l 



THB JUTSKIX.S HXSSIONABT HEBALD. 



ai5 



L the reach of these millions. Por long centuries it has been 
) most imminent risk of life that any Christian, or Christian 
•nary, could whisper a word against the religion of the people ; 
yen now, though, in some parts, the restrictions are to some 
extent remov^, still the intense bigotry of the people is of 
enough to prevent much being done amongst them. Oh, how 
a part of the world remains yet ** in darkness and the shadow 
ith " ! If we can do but little, compared with what appears to 
3ded, at least we can pray, " Thy kingdom come !" Let us sM 
that prayer, earnestly and sincerely, every day ; and the time 
K>me when Christ our Lord shall reign " from sea to sea, and 
bhe river to the ends of the earth." 



OOUSIIT MABY»S STOBY; 

OB, "lost IK THB EXHIBITIOIT." 



u liad better leave them to their 
exdaimed one of Mary Roscoe's 
r relatiTes, when he discovered 
e was endeavouring to teach some 
it children of her neighbourhood 
vy of salvation; "it would be 
wiser to do so, for they do not 
iron, and it is aU waste labour.** 
lope not, Walter. We shall see 
jr-and-by." 

lile was Walter's answer. He did 
lieve it. His cousin Mary might 
er than he, and, in some things, 
but in this he would not yield. 
' Mary herself, she was by no 
discouraged. It would have taken 
i number of Walters to damp her 
•, or check her hope in Him whose 
she loved. But some time after 
md leisure to write a parable,- 



if you prefer a more 6ommon word, a 
itory, on the subject. It was true from 
beginning to end, and it had a simple 
moral interwoven, as you will find if you 
read it carefully. 

* • * • « 

I wonder what you would have done 
if you had seen what Martha Newman 
saw, and heard what Martha Newman 
heard, on a certain day in the autumn 
of 1851. 

Martha was standing in Hyde Park, at 
the Prince's Gkte, waiting for friends 
who had promised to meet her there, 
and looking up now and then, with very 
great interest, at the glass house which 
had been built for the first Exhibition. 
Scarcely fourteen hours ha:l passed since 
she arrived in town after a lang journey, 
undertaken for the express purpose of 
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seeing "the world's fair;" and, although 
not a stranger in London, she had already 
seen, as she said, new "things'' enongh 
to make her feel just like one. Nothing, 
however, had so much interested her as 
a lost child. 

Lost? 

Yes, there she was, in the kind but 
firm grasp of a policeman, who had, to 
her great dismay, put a sudden stop to 
her wanderings in the Exhibition, and 
brought her to the lodge at the Prince's 
Gate. 

"All lost things, whether parasols, 
umbrellas, sticks, jewels, purses, or 
children f are taken to the Prince's Grate," 
was an announcement which Martha had 
read in the newspapers not long before. 
It helped her to understand the scene 
before her. The dhild was lost, and the 
policeman, as in duty bound, had brought 
her to the lodge. 

Ah me ! what tears were shed in that 
dreadful time. How often the words, 
" I shall never be found !" were spoken 
between deep sobs. How passionately 
the name of the kind guardian, who was 
more to her than all the thousands and 
tens of thousands who "passed by on 
the other side," was repeated with trem- 
bling lips by that little child ! 

Now I ask you, what would you have 
done had you been Martha? Would 
you have turned away as if the pain 
which caused those tears had been no- 
thing in the world to you ? Would you 
have paced to and fro without speaking 
one kind word to the wee lost one, who 
was now, for the first time, in the hands 



of the police, and to whom a kindly voice 
would be sweet music ? I am quite sore 
you would not. I am quite tore jM 
would have gone forward, as Martha did, 
to talk with the little sufferer. 

Tou would have had more pity fdr 
her than you wish me to feel for souU 
that are neglected and forlorn. Yon 
would have drawn the child towaidi 
you, kindly, that you might console her. 
Tou would not have said, tJien^ that yot 
had no right to speak or act in ber 
behalf ; and yet, it would not be what 
selfish men call your "business," anj 
more than it is mine to teach the chit 
dren whom you would abandon to daA j 
ignorance and misery. j 

"You will be 'found' if you ^t 
here," said Martha; "but if you try to I 
manage for yourself you will be lost" j 

The child looked up and listened . 
anxiously. It was quite clear that she 
trusted Martha Newman much more thu 
she trusted " the dreadful men," whom 
she regarded as her gaolers. 

They were alone— the Samaritan tad 
the patient— for something like half a | 
hour. Was it absurd in Mft.H')i% to give | 
so much time cheerfully, or to be soRJ ' 
when at last her brother came to tike 
her away? 

You tell me no : you would have f<B ! 
some interest in the child yourself^ tti ; 
you would expect a woman or a girl to 
be still more tender-hearted. You hane 
some kindly feelings, and would gs * 
little out of your way to save a f eHofr I 
creature from bodily pain. Why not 
allow me to go a little out of mp wayit 
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ut the means by which many can 
Ded from sin? 

ha Newman's heart was the 
as she went on, for she had 
loing a kindly things and that 
t hope of recompense. "We say 
9ut hope of recompense," yet she 
3r reward, for the day was but 
Lonrs older, when, standing by the 
Ktes in the great transept, she 
i. child's voice say — 
nrnd!" 

.t a word it is ! Lost, but found. 
iring, but restored. Happy, child ! 
comforter ! Looking into each 
eyes through those bars, and 
; for a few brief minutes, of their 
g at the lodge, they rejoiced to- 
Then the crowd parked them, 
tt no more until that greater and 
iwful day when all nations shaU 
liered together before the bar of 

w hours more, and Martha, in her 
«iras separated from her friends, 
ndered through that crowded nave 
How pleasing it was, then, to 
ber that she had soothed the little 
lo, unlike her, was unhappy and 
ger when thus parted from her 
lions. And when, in continuing 
unination of the wonders spread 
. her, she received very great 
' and kindness from exhibitors 
>licemen, a pleasure such as the 
lad felt in receiving her attentions 
ike a refreshing thought to cheer 
leliness. 
dy she was, at times, in that great 



house, and amongst that crowd of stran- 
gers. Her interest in all she saw was 
unabated ; but she had, for the time, no 
friend at hand save God and his good 
angels. I am not prepared to say that 
she wished herself a few years younger, 
in order that she might be taken as 
"lost" property to the Prince's G-ate, 
but I am sure that when the great gong 
sounded, and the building was cleared 
for the night, she felt very much like a 
wandering sheep. 

She was " found" at last, however, on 
the couch at her mother's lodgings, 
where, after an omnibus ride, more 
lonely than the Exhibition walk — ^if that 
were possible — she had sought soeiety in 
a book, pausing sometimes to rejoice 
over herself and her little friend, the 
lost child of the morning. 

" I am glad I was able to comfort her," 
she thought. 

She thinks so still, I am sure ; for now, 
as then, she cannot, in such a case, 
"pass by on the other side." Other 
" lost " children claim her aid, and it is 
given. Sometimes a little wanderer, by 
God's blessing on her efforts, is restored. 
Then she is thankful to him, who alone 
can prosper the work. 

Dear Walter, I have but one thing 
more to add. 

/ am Martha Nermnan; and you have 
here the story of my experience. If it 
shall induce you to look more favour- 
ably on my work amongst the childreD, 
I shall thank God heartily. The time is 
coming, let me hope, when you, too, will 
go forth to call back wandering lambs to 
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the fold of God. But you must first 
retom thither yonrself. When will you 
do 83? God, and the Church, and the 



Bible say, Now. There is only one Savionr. 
Accept him, and you shall be saved ; re- 
ject him, and you are lost. 



MISSIONABY NEWS. 



Of ]ate the intelligence has been mostly about the mission abroad. ; 
This month I must say a little about home. This is the month when I 
missionaries going to India generally set sail. Eor, as the yoyage I 
takes four months, and it would be very injurious to them to land , 
in the hot season, it is so managed that they shall get there as near 
to Christmas as possible. . 

Mr. Edwards, pastor of the ehurch at Llanfighangel^ in Men- I 
mouthshire, had been accepted as a missionary for India. A public : 
service was held at Pontypool, to designate him to the work, and the ! 
next day, at his own chapel, his friends met in large numbers, and ; 
presented him with several books as expressions of their regard for ; 
him. I saw many, especially among the young, in tears, for hie ' 
preaching bad been blessed to their conversion, and they were sorry 
to lose him ; though they willingly consented to his going as a 
missionary to the heathen. Mr. Etherington, a student of tlie 
College at Bristol, who had spent most of his life in India, and 
had been baptized by the Eev. E. Williams, late of Agra, was set ! 
apart to the work at King Street Chapel. At the close of the . 
College Session, I heard him deliver an address on " Miasionaij I 
Life," and a very beautiful one it was, and showed that he was 
entering on his work in a right spirit. He goes to Meernt, wheie 
the late mutiny began, and Mr. Edwards to Monghir. 

Mr. Pigott, formerly of Dublin, and Mr. Waldock, of the Begenf a 
Park College, were set apart to their work, at the cha^ in 
Lambeth. The service was very interesting, and the attendance ; 
large. They both go to Ceylon : the former sailed in July, and the ' 
latter late in August. . ' | 

Besides these dear friends, the Eevs. J. Wenger, of Calcutta, ' 
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r. Supper, of Dacca, and L. Kilberer, of Patna, who had been in 
England for some tune on account of health, had been so far restored 
as to admit of their returning to their work. A Soiree, which was 
attended hj a goodly company of Christian friends, was held, on 
Monday, Augost 11th, at Ereemasons' Hall, Great Queen Street, 
to commend them to the Divine care and blessing, and bid them 
farewell. "W. H. Watson, Esq., presided, and after singing a hymn, 
and the offering of prayer by Eev. S. Green, Mr. TJnderhill, one of 
the Secretaries, introduced the brethren to the meeting. Mr. 
Wenger spoke on behalf of the senior missionaries, and Mr. 
Etherington on behalf of the junior. And as two brethren of the 
General Baptist Mission were going to India in the same ship, 
Mr. Wilkinson, of Norwich, but once a missionary in India, spoke 
as representing them. The Eev. W. G. Lewis, of Bajrswater, spoke 
on missionary life and work, and the Eev. J. E. Giles addressed 
a few words of sympathy to the departing brethren. The proceed- 
ings were brought t^ a close by the writer of these lines, who read 
the 569 Hymn, Selection, and besought the blessing of God on the 
missionaries who were about to sail. 

On the following day these brethren embarked in the " Shannon," 
a fine large ship, which had never been to sea before. A large party 
of friends went on board with them, and after some time spent in 
looking into their cabins, talking about their worlc, and blessing 
Ood for all his goodness to them, the painful hour of parting came. 
One group after another left the ship. It was affecting to see near 
and cbar relatives weeping while they bade good-bye to those they 
so ardently loved, never, perhaps, more to see them until the last 
great day. But there was one great thought which eventually dried 
up all tears, and that was of the work to which these friends were 
devoting themselves. They were not going to spend their lives in 
amaasiTig wealth, but in preaching the Gospel to the heathen, and 
saying perishing souls. May the great God have them in his holy 
keeping, and give them a speedy and a prosperous vovage ! 

Since these lines were sent to the press, letters have come from 
the brethren, brought by the pilot, who lefb the ship off the Isle of 
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Wight. Not having much wind, the progress was slow, but all was 
Tery pleasant on board ; arrangements had been made for worship 
on liord's days, and they were all looking forward to a pleasant 
voyage, the ship being found to be a fast sailer, and the captain most 
kind. Let us commend them to the blessing and core of God. 

Ifisdoii HoaM, Moorgste Street. 



LITTLE JANE AND THE QHEAT CHANQE. 

BiAB Ohildbek, — Haye you ever read, ** It is better to go to the houae of 
mourning than to the house of feasting" ? Then you know who wrote it^ Solomoai 
that he said it because he believed and felt its truth : and it was recorded for oor 
benefit, and the sentiment it breathes holds true to this day. Many of you, duziog 
the past month, hare enjoyed your yearly gatherings : treats of cake and coffee^ or 
tea, with as much harmless, innocent play as you liked. Your teachers and £neDd% 
too, were happy to see jou so happy. Only think that there should be aomeihii^ 
better even than all these. That it is better to go to the house of moumiDgi 
better, because we often learn a profitable lesson there, which makes ua hippj 
throughout our life, and that must be better than being made happy for a wv 
hours. Now I want you to go with me, in imagination, for a few minntea onlyi 
to the house of mourning ; to sit with me by the sick and dying bed of one of oar 

in£euit scholars, Jane W . By an infant, I mean a child under six years of 

aoe. Although so young, little Jane had learned some of the great leading traUN 
of the Holy Bible. Who was Jane's teacher P The Holy Spirit ; and heloTet to 
teach all those who lore to learn of him. Before Christ went back to beaveOi 
where, you know, he was before he came here to sufler and to die, he said hs 
would send the Holy Spirit, the Comforter, to give his disdpleB greater knowledfi 
of him, and of the doctrines he had taught them ; and to lead ouiera to know and 
krre him who had not known and loved him before. Yon will find all this in 
Christ's last conversations with his disciples. Where are the^ to be found P In 
the Gospel of John ; turn to them, and read them at your leisure. It would be 
wdl if all the words Christ ever spoke were treasure^ up in our hearts or memo- 
ries, for he spake as never man spake. As I have said, the H<^ Spirit waa litUe 
Jane's teach^. He showed her things which are often hidden from the great and 
learned men of the world. And when the truth enters the heart, even S a littla 
child, it makes wise unto salvation, through faith which is in Chnst Jesus. And 
what was it that tlie Holy Spirit taught little Jane P That she needed, and that 
all mankind needed, a ffreat change—Vk change of heart, before they ooold pkaN 
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r be fit for heaTen. Jane saw that her heart by nature was smfVil ; she 
Odes had naughty thoughts, or showed naughty tempers ; so she wanted a 
isrt, that, instead of being ignorant of God, or diepleasing him, she might 
and lore, and enjoy him for eyer. All this Jane had learned by the teaeh- 
the Holy Spirit, and having learned it, she was anxious that all around her 
know it also. 

) had fallen sick of the disease which took her away. During her sickness 
came much concerned for her father's salvation. Jane loyed her father, as 
d little girls do ; but Jane was afraid her father did not love Jesus. "What 
e to do ? Pray for him. Yea ; that, we hope, she did. Anything more ? 
ipeak to him, modestly and affectionately, as became a child. True ; and 
ttle Jane did. Calling her father to her bedside one day, just before she 
he said, very sweetly and tenderly, " Father, our heart must be Qhanged 
we are fit for heaven : old things must pass away, all things must become 

The voice of his child, tremulous from weakness and emotion, speaking 
om the verge of the grave, from the portals of heaven, deeply affected her 
and all who heard it. What must he have felt, when, soon after, he pressed 
I of his darling child in her little coffin, cold and speechless, yet seeming to 
in his ear, ** Father, our hearts must be changed before we are fit for 
; old things must pass away, all things must become new !*' 
lU tell you only this one thing which Uttle Jane said. I want you to think 
t, to pray about it, much as the psalmist did when he said, " Create in me 
heart, O GK>d, and renew a right spirit within me.** Search the Scriptures; 
it they teach about the nature of this great change^ what it is ; about its 
7, that we cannot understand the things of God without it ; and about 
ho works it in the soul, the holy Spirit; and about the means or instru- 
le uses, the word of Gt)d : making all things new — all new within and 
t ; the heart new and the life new. Though dead, little Jane speaks to 

effect, as she did to her father : " Ye must he bom again.** JM her words 
ep into yo«r heart. If Uttle Jane needed this great change^ must not you, 
I twice as old, or more ? Seek the blessing, and von shall find it ; and 
yet with gratitude and joy your visit to the house of mourning, as better to 
in the house of feasting. 

'* Miglity Redeemer, set me free 
From my old state of sin ; 
O make mj soul alive tp thee. 
Create new powers within." 

n you have felt this great change^ and not till then, you will feel, deeply 
)perly, for the sad state of the unconverted at home and abroad. Notice 
btle Jane did as well as what she said. She tried to win a souL All who 
lus will try to spread the knowledge of his preoious name throughout the 
rorid. Thus, if you love him, to your friends and companions at home you. 
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will speak the Gospel, as opportunity offers. To the heathen jou will a 
Gospel, often prajug, in the language of the Psalm to which your atten 
directed last month, '* GK>d be merciful unto us and bless us, and cause hi 
shine upon us, that thy way may be known upon earth, thy saying healtl 
all nations.** 

I am, 

Your loring friend, 

Htathfleld, SepUmher, 1S62. 



THE SOUTH SEA COITVTBBT. 

A xxssxKaxB, says a missionary, came to say that Kaisara was drawing 
his end. I went directly to see hun, and found him yery weak, scarcelj 
speak. 

** Well, brother,*' I said, " how is it now, on the borders of Jordan ?*' 

« My ship," he replied, " is moored ; the anchor is within the yail ; all 
there will be no shipwreck ; all is calm.** 

Calm, indeed, it was. Kot a rufSe was on the surface of his soul ; not 
of safety was expressed. We spoke together of the labours of past ye 
talked of the great loye of God to the South Sea Islanders. It was a soul- 
yisit to one just entering the unseen state. 

'* What shall I say to the church after you are gone ?** 

** Tell them,** he replied, *' to hold fast their confidence to the end — t' 
in Christ is necessary to salyation;'* and then, as strength would al 
quiyering lips repeated John iii. 36. 

" This may, perhaps, be our last meeting below.** 

" Well,*' said he, " ere long we shall meet again in the far brighter worl 
to dwell for eyer with the Lord, there to * see the King in his beauty,* \ 
land,** pointing to the heayens, " which is afar off.*' 

I prayed with him, and left his humble cottage. 

Just as I was going to the out-station, a little after this, I was again sei 
see our dying friend. 

" Tou will soon leaye us,'* I said. 

"Yes ; the chariot is at the door. The body is the clog which keeps ^ 



spirit ; but soon the thread will be cut ; then shall I fly away.** 
** Haye you any JTear in the prospect of leayiug us ? '* 
"NoneatalL" 

" What is the reason of this peace of mind as death approaches ? " 
« Christ is mine. To him I hare committed my soul ; why should I £» 
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*< Is your trot flotoelj in Christ ? " 

^ In Quist alone I tnut for aalration. He is tbe tnoM fbundstion — the way— - 
tiiedoor.'' 

Am I prayed with him, and asked the Divine presence with his soul, he joined 
with mnieh feeling. I then took my leave. Next day his Bon came to say that he 
was near death. I went. His pulse was scarcely to he felt ; his breathing was 
short. 

<* How is it with yon ?" I asked. 

He i«plied, "• With Christ is my soul." 

•*Entuel^?" 

"Yes, entirely." 

«Kofear?" 

"None at aU." 

" This is the hour of yonr death." 

He was unaUe to speak, but pressed my hand. After a while he reyired, and 
opened his ^es. 

" You will, I trust, soon be with Clirist," I said. 

"Yes.IshaD." 

"To-morrow," I said, "is the Sabbath." 

He said, " I shall be in heaven." 

" How great the love of God in not leaving you in the ignorance of your heathen 
state!" 

Baising his eyes upward, he said, ** Great ! great !" 

With his son-in-law and daughter I then conversed on the difference between 
the death of a saint and sinner, all of which he heard and understood, as a reply 
he made fully showed. I left him for a little ; but ere I could return, his spurit 
had fled to l>e with Him who had redeemed him with his precious blood. 

Thus died Eaisara, a good man, a consistent follower ot Christ, who was bom a 
heathen but died a Christian. 



WHAT IS YOUB HOPS FOB ETEBI7ITYP 

Sous time since, as a Christian missionary was travelling in India, he came to a 
lettred spot, where, at some distance before him, he saw a man lying on the ground, 
apparency asleep. At first sight he supposed that the individual was one of those 
leligions devotees, so frequently to be met with in India, who, wearied with the 
latigaes of his pilgrimage, had lain him down to rest. As he approached nearar, 
however, he thought that the man appeared to be in pain, and on reaohing the 
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place where he lay, he discorered that he was in the agoniefl of death. Aiudoiu, 
if poMiUe, to afford tome consolatioii to a fellow mortal in the hoar of his 
eitremity, the miMionary knelt hy the side of the sufferer, and addressing him in 
the natiye language, said, " Brother, what is jour hope for eternity ?" The dying 
man opened his eyes with an expression of surprise and pleasure, and fihitlx 
whispered, " The hlood of Jesus Christ his Son deanseth from all sin." He oould 
say no more, for the tide of life was fast ehhing, and in a few moments the spirift 
of that poor and lonely wanderer was before the throne of God. Am the mis- 
sionary gazed upon the lifeless corpse, his eye rested on a piece of paper whidi tiis 
dying man had kept firmly grasped in his hand, and on examination he found tbst 
it was a single leaf of the Bengalee New Testament, containing the rerae which 
the expiring Hindoo had repeated as the confession of his faitin. The mingled 
feelings of joy and sadness which filled the heart of the missionary as he pursued 
his journey, may be more easily imagined than described. 

Young reader ! what is your hope for eternity ? You have not a leaf of ti» 
Bible only, but the whole Bible : will your answer be as ready and beaatiliil 
as his? 



THE LITTLE MISSIONABY IN HEABT. 

A LITTLE boy in Paris who attended a missionary meeting, was yery deeply 
aflfooted with the accounts he heard of the state of the poor heathen children. Ha 
mother was a poor widow, and he was her great comfort. She loved the Soc^ 
tures, and had taught him to love them too. The next morning after the mtdr 
ing, this little boy collected together all the money he possessed (only thiity^is 
sous), and took it to the minister, saying, '* I hope, sir, the people will soon be 
oonyerted to God." The minister told him that there was a great deal to do^ aad 
he feared it would be a long while before the work would be all done. ** I hopi^ 
sir," he added, " it will be finished before I am a man." The minister c xpr e Mei 
hia fiear that it would not. " Well, sir," said the boy, ** I prayed to God wheal 
went home from the missionary meeting last night, that if it was not done beiiit 
I grew up, be would make me a missionary, and permit me to be useful in tkb 
work," Is there not such a desire as this in the heart of some of pur ;^oiiQ| 
firiendi? 
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THE IPOWEB OF A SINGLE WOBD. 

Some sixty years since, '^ a boj overheard his mother saj that she 
had dedicated him to the service of Orod as a missionary." 

That was a simple remark, accidentally, as it seemed, dropped into 
the ear of a happy but thoughtless boy. Had the reader heard it, 
would he have considered it the seeds of a majestic tree P Let us 
trace its fruits. 

When that boy^Samuel J. Mills was his name — grown to young 
manhood, gave, his heart to Christ, his mother's remark grew into a 
thought of power within him. Driven for shelter jfrom a grove 
prayer meeting one day by a thunder-storm, to the shelter of a 
haystack, with four other youths, he uttered his thought by pro- 
posing to send the Gospel to Asia, and asserting, '^ We could do it 
if we would !" ' His holy enthusiasm was caught by the others, and 
the five young men founded a society, " to effect in the persons of 
its members a mission to the heathen." 

This was the beginning of the American Board of Commissioners 
for Poreign Missions ! 

Eifty years have passed since that memorable meeting beneath the 
haystack. Behold the &uits of that little assembly ia the thirty- 
nine missions, with their two hundred and sixty-nine stations and 
ontstations ; the one thousand two hundred and fiflby-eight mis- 
aionaries sent out ; the one hundred and forty-nine churches, with 
their fifty-five thousand communicants, formed ; the three hundred 
and sixty-nine schools; the ten thousand Sunday school children, 
and the thousand million pages of Gospel truth printed through the 
lahoura of that noble Board! To this grand fruitage has that 
mother's remark grown in sixty year?. — American Paper, 
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'SUFFER US TO COME TO THEE T' 

Yes ! there are little ones in heaven, 
Babes, such as we, around the throne, 

To whom the King of kings hath given 
A glory like his own ! 

Jesus, thy mercy, rich and firee, 

Hath suffered them to come to thee I 

Oh, let us think of them to-day, 
Their sweet and everlasting song. 

And hope to sing as loud as they, 
In the same heaven, ere long ! 

Jesus, may this our portion be ! 

Oh, suffer us to come to thee ! 

Those blessed children, in the sky. 
Went from this sad and sinful earth : 

How were their spirits raised so high 
Above their native birth ? 

They came to Christ ; and so will we. 

Lord, suffer us to come to thee ! 

To come, with humbleness of mind. 
With simple faith, and earnest prayer ; 

To seek thy predous cross, and find 
Peace— joy — salvation — there ! 

Oh, set our sin-bound spirits free, 

And suffer us to come to thee ! 

To come — ^while we are young and gay. 
While life, and joy, and hope run high * 

To come — in sorrow's gloomiest day ; 
To come — when death is nigh. 

Lord, in ihttt day our guardian be, 

And suffer us to come to thee ! 
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POONAH. 

On the other side we give a picture of the Baptist chapel at 
Foonah, in which our respected friend, the Eev. H. P. Cassidj, has 
lahoured for many years. Poonah is a city of Hindustan, ahout 
eighty miles distant from Bombay. It was formerly the residence 
of the Mahratta sovereignty, and the residence of the Peishwa. It 
is not a handsome city, nor apparently of large size, though its 
extent must be considerable, since its population in 1819 was 
estimated by !Mr. Elphinstone at 116,000, and Bishop Heber was 
informed in 1825 that it then amounted to 100,000. 

It is in this city that Mr. Cassidy has so long laboured. His 
congregation is not large, but he has seen good resulting &om his 
labours. In the past year he has had much both to encourage and 
to depress him. " I have seen," he says, " deep convictions in one 
of our congregation, and anxiety in another, and frequent misgivings 
in others, but do not know of one decided case of conversion in 
connection with our congregation. One has occurred, however, in j 
connection with our brethren of the 6th Dragoons at Ahmednuggur, j 
and, by a merciful and kind Providence, it was arranged, wiwiout 
any reference whatever to this, that he should be ordered to Poonal | 
(to perfect his musket firing drill, as the authorities thought^ and ! 
truly so, for he is a good shot) to be baptized. Two natives were 
converted from heathenism, principally through the agency of oiff 
native brethren in the Ahmednuggur CoUectorate. The above- 
mentioned cases having been examined, as far as we could exflnuitf 
them, the three persons were admitted to baptism during the year. 
None of these had been members of any church previously." 

In addition to his labours at Poonah, Mr. Cassidy preaches in the 
neighbourhood. In these labours he is assisted by native bi^hren, 
especially by Sudoba and Gyanoba Powar. They visit from time to 
time also the military cantonment, which lies a little to the left d 
Poonah. May the Lord bless the efforts of our brethren, and of all 
who are seeking to make Christ known among the perishing heathen 
of India ! 
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THE HISTORY OF A MISSION. 



"Ten tiines four are forty, forty pence 
are three and fourpence. I can just 
afford that," said Gertrude Eobinson. 
**. Think, Dorcas, how cheap; ten of these 
Testaments for three and fourpence ! 
Helen says they are wonderful little 
books." 

**Miss Helen is just right," said 
Dorcas, adding, " What do you mean 
to do with your ten Testaments ? " 

" Give them away when we go to the 
moors," said Gertrude. "Helen will 
take twenty-five, and I these ten ; and 
we shall hestow them on any of the 
cottage people who will promise to read 
a chapter every day." 

**"WeU, that is one way of spending 
your money. Miss Gertrude, and I wish 
you prosperity." 

Another week, and Gertrude was on 
the moor. It was late in autumn, but 
the air was not yet too cold for long 
walks and drives. Every morning the 
Asters left their cottage on Hoorston 
I>own to explore, as they said, the re- 
gions round about ; and every afternoon 
fhey came back, tired and hungry, to 
the bright fire and curtained parlour, 
which was so like, and yet so unlike 
home. They were both Christians, able 
to look from nature to nature's God, and 
in the quiet of their resting-place they 
held sweet intercourse with their Father 
in heaven. 

The ordinary life of these two girls 
was very unlike that which they led at 
Hoorston Down. The old grey house in 



which Doctor Robinson lived stood in 
the chief thoroughfare of the busy town 

of B . Its only garden was a grass 

plot in its rear ; and although its upper 
windows commanded a fine view of the 
surrounding coimtry, the children would 
gladly have exchanged its handsome 
rooms for those of some humble cottage, 
if by that means they might have secured 
the pleasures of rural life. 

It had been whispered that a time was 
coming when two houses would be kept 

for the doctor's family, one in B , 

and the other at Hoorston ; but nothing 
had yet been decided, and the old ser- 
vant who acted as guardian to Helen 
and her sister whenever the former stood 
in need of moorland air, was loud in 
protest against such innovation. She 
could not think, for her part, how the 
yo.ung ladies could wish to leave the 
house in which their grandfather, and 
his father before him, had lived and 
died. It would break her heart to come 
away, and she did not mind saying so. 

"But, Dorcas," remonstrated Helen, 
as, during one of their moorland walks, 
they talked about these probabilities, 
"we can love grandpapa just as much 
without being in the house in which he 
died." 

"May be so and may be not, Miss 
Helen," said Dorcas, gravely. And then, 
as if disgusted by the conversation, she 
hastened to change the subject by in- 
quiring if they meant to give away any 
Testaments over there. 
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" Over there " was " Little Hoorston," 
a cluster of houses at the end of the 
down, hard by a river which bore the 
unronumtic name of Clackit. It was a 
sew place to the sisters, and they were 
delighted with its white cottages and 
trim gardens. 

"How many copies of the 'Tract Mag.' 
did we bring?" asked Gertrude, as she 
counted the houses. The ''Tract Maga- 
rine* was one of their favourites, and 
Gertrude had given it the "pet" name 
of "Tract Mag." 

"Not more than a dozen," said Helen. 
"Did we, Dorcas?" 

Dorcas opened the satchel, and pro- 
duced a i-oll of paper and three Tes- 
taments. 

"That's all," said she, "and it's more 
than enough, I reckon." 

Dorcas spoke rather sharply, for she 
held that her young ladies exposed them- 
selves to danger by their simple efforts. 
If they bought books for ministers and 
Scripture readers to give away, they were 
simply extravagant; but to go about 
themselves, risking their lives, as she 
thought, by their efforts for the sick 
and dying, was absurd. 

"As if nobody could do good but 
you ! " she remarked to Gertrude. "And 
Miss Helen so delicate ! " 

" My sister is not ro^/i," said Gei-trude, 
who admired Helen and all her ways; 
" and as to thinking other people can do 
our work, I don't know any text of 
Scripture that would teach us to do so." 

" But how do you know that it is your 
work, Miss Gertrude ?" 



" Became we ask God to teach us, and 
because we find that he blesses us in ifc," 
replied Gertrude. 

" And you so young ! " 

" Yes, Dorcas, very yotmg ; e?Bn 
Helen is only nineteen; but we botii 
love Christ." 

That was the secret. It was love to 
Christ that constrained them to go hither 
and thither, speaking of his salvatioo, 
and especially entreating those of thsir 
own age to read the Bible. Already hid 
many copies of the New Testament fomd 
their way out of Helen's hands into the 
possession of men, women, and childiai, 
who had hitherto despised and neglected 
the Word of God. 

Little Hoorston was an out-of-the- 
world place, two miles from church, and 
forgotten by the clergyman. Now and 
then two or three Methodists from Grai 
Hoorston came to hold a prayer-meetiqib 
but, with these exceptions, none htd 
cared for the souls of its people mrifl 
Helen and Gertrude Robinson ome 
amongst them. 

At the fifst cottage the visitors fomid 
two old women, who received a tract mj 
readily, and in answer to Helen's in- 
quiry, stated that they had a Bible^ bid 
that the print was so extremely small 
that even with glasses they could nol 
read a word. A fourpenny TeeUmtai, 
with its clear type, gave great 
tion, and the two sisters went on 
way rejoicing. 

At the next house they found a saf- 
fering infant, the first-born of a 
and intelligent woman, whose teaa 
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fast as she said, ''My child is 
' It was evident that she had 
before seen an infant in cenvnl- 

is is just as onr brother was Jast 
said Helen. * ' You ought to bathe 
And she hastened to explain that 
iher was a physician, and to en- 
9 in the poor mother the hope that 
ble one would recover. A neigh' 
rho had been hastily summoned, 
offered to bathe the child imme- 
; and, having promised to call 
the visitors passed on to visit 
r, and, as it proved, a happier 
old. 

was a family which had recently 
lunged into great distress by the 
hat a ship in which John "our 
' had sailed for New Zealand had 
red, all hands perishing, and the 
f the happiness to which we have 
i was that a letter in the well- 
handwriting had just reached 

3 boy is safe and well, miss, by 
7e make out,'' said the woman, 
L answer to Helen's gentle knock, 
ed her tearful face at the open 
"And though my man, and me, 
le Haiy can't understand all the 
»'t, we have read enough to make 
:or joy." 

I's eyes filled too, as she took the 
nan's hands in hers, and, fearing 
ide further, said, ""We will come 
'hen you have time to talk with 
d we will pray that He who has 
you this very great mercy, may 



help you to thank him with all your 
heart and mind." 

At these words a man came forward, 
letter in hand, and, bowing, inquired if 
the lady would think it too great a 
liberty if he asked her to tell him a 
puzzling word or two. 

"John writes but poorly," said he, 
" and I'm no scholard." 

Helen took the letter, and as she did 
so, the old woman, dusting two chairs, 
invited the ladies to enter her "poor 
place, but clean, thank Gk>d." 

They sat down, and from that time 
were the friends of those simple folk. 
"Walter Symes and his wife had a Bible, 
"a very good one," as they said (as if 
all Bibles were not very good !), in fact, it 
was too handsome to be used ! 

So Gertrude gave little Mary a Tes- 
tament, and made her promise to read a 
portion of it aloud every day. 

Half an hour had passed before they 
again rejoined Dorcas, who, "on prin- 
ciple," never went farther than the 
garden gate of any house which her 
young ladies had, in her opinion, **no 
business" to enter. 

"You'll make yourselves ill, miss," 
she remarked, as Helen walked beside 
her towards a cottage at the back of 
Walter Symes's. "Just look at Hiss 
Gertrude, wiping that child's eyes with 
her handkerchief. As if the little thing's 
pinafore wouldn't ha' done, if her eyes 
must be wiped, which is what T don't 
see myself." 

"But there is One who sees, dear 
Dorcas," said Helen, gently; "HevbA 
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said, *for of sucli is the kingdom of 
heaven ' — don't you rememher ?" 

Tes, Dorcas remembered, and for that 
reason she was silent. 

"It pains me, dear, to ask it," con- 
tinued Helen, "because you are older, 
and, in many things, wiser than I, but 
do you think Jesus will be able to say to 
you at the last day, *I was hungry, and 
you gave me meat; thirsty, and you 
gave me drink; I was sick, and you 
visited me'?" 

Dorcas turned suddenly upon the 
speaker. A new light seemed to break 
upon her mind; but she only said, 
"No." 

At that moment Gertrude rejoined 
them, and during the rest of their walk 
Helen had no opportunity for renewing 
the conversation. But that night, after 
united worship, in which earnest thanks 
were offered for the opportunities of the 



morning, Dorcas came forward and 
said, 

" Miss Helen, I have been proud, bat 
God has humbled me. I want to-b« 
sav^d through Christ, and to serve him 
always. Will you give me one of your 
little Testaments?" 

" I have none left,'' said Helen ; "but 
Gertrude will give you one. How was it 
you brought no Bible &om home, deir 
Dorcas ?" 

"Because I did not want to read ii, j 
Miss Helen; but now, if you will pnj 
for me, I will begin." 

After this Dorcas went often with her 
young ladies to Little Hoorston; and Bot 
only to Walter Symes and his wife^ 
but to the other inhabitants — many of 
whom we have not had space to desciibe 
— she became a friend. 

Is not this truly the history oi • 



MISSIONABY NEWS. 

Since I wrote to you last, a letter has come to hand from the 
Eev. J. C. Page, of Barisal, who, with the Eev. T. Martin, had beea 
requested to visit Chittagong. This town is the most easterly in the 
province of Bengal. As these brethren could not go by boat at this 
time of the year, July, they took passage in a steamer, and arriyed in 
the course of the voyage at Akyab, and in the extract which foUoin 
you have an account of the place, the people, and how they got on, 
which I am sure you will read with deep interest. 

" We were a little nonplused when we got here. We learned that 
there was no missionary, no chaplain, no hotel, no lodgings I How- 
ever, through the kindness of a gentleman, we obtained the use 
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lOuse and all that was in it. And here we have been keeping 
like two old bachelors, patiently waiting for the Government 
jr, which will be going to Chittagong on the lObh, next 
lay. Eeally, it is with a heart full of sorrow, and yet under 
B of duty, that I agreed to come out here. 
hyab is the chief town of the province of Aracan. It lies along 
la-shore, having the Bay of Bengal on the west. There is a 
range of hills some three miles off, running parallel with the 
and between these hills and the town there is a beautiful 
for ships. In the season, i.e., from December to April and 
some two hundred ships, from all countries, come here for rice, 
.kyab then is a busy place. It extends some two miles and 
along the shore. On the north is the bazaar, and here the 
3 congregate; on the south are the bungalows of the English, 
jlish-speaking, residents. The houses of all are built on posts, 
: wooden or bamboo floors, and wooden or mat walls ; while 
Dfs are made of bamboos and the leaf of a kind of wild palm, 
le English residents, numbering some forty or flffcy families, 
overnment officials (military men in civil employ) and their 
nt^ ; and a goodly number of traders, merchants, who make all 
Em out of the shipping. 

le natives are principally Mu^s, a people not imlike the 
5se in all things, only faurer to look at. Thev are an inde- 
it people, more manly than the Bengalees, on whom they look 
-lazy withal, making the Bengalee work for them — ^and as 
.s any people need to be! There are also many Bengalees 
/hitta^ong and Calcutta here. The whole native population of 
may be some eight or ten thousand. 

lere is a small ' church ' here, wh^re a few of the residents 
mce on the Sabbath ; an English school, where one hundred 
rentj Mug boys are taught reading, writing, arithmetic, and 
Ise ; and a hospital, and, of course, a jail, that constant accom- 
3nt of civiKzation. 

me five or six years ago there were some American missionaries 
ho had laboured long, and not without some success. Two 
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missionaries died here; otbers were sick one after another, and 
eventually the mission was abandoned. We hear that tiieie 
was at one time a little church chiefly composed of Mugs, some 
thirty-five in number. But now we can find only four of thjom. 
One of these four is the second teacher of the English schooL Some 
people still, however, speak of Mr. Fink of our mission, who was fiirt 
on the field here. Truly it is most distressing to find a whole pro- 
vince thus left in gross darkness — all Aracan without a misaionaijl 
If I had not Barii^, I would offer to be sent here. Steamers firam 
Calcutta, and again from Eangoon, pass Akyab every forfaoiglifc 
Why should we not do something in these regions also P 

" I do hope we have not been detained here in vain. We haw 
been preaching to large and very attentive congreaatuma of CfaittBgooff 
Bengalees in the bazaar. We have also preached in English, ana 
have had conversations with Mugs who know a little EnglisL We 
have tried to do something en route to Chittagong." 

I don't think it is necessary to add a word to this beautiful letter. 
You can imagine the scene Mr. Page describes. This will, I tnuik 
lead you to pray for Qod's blessing on the mission, without wbiA 
no success wul come. 

F.T. 

MiBrion Hoiiae, Hoorgate Street. 



AN INTBTJDEB AT A IPBAYEB-MEETING. 

DiAB Ohildben, — You will like to read a true stor^ about an introdaritt 
prayer-meeting, giyen me hj a young man in India some tmie since. '* An mtnidv 
at a prayer-meeting !" I thmk I hear 
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prayer-meeting !" I thmk I hear you say, with ezpressions of surpriae in yflW 
'e and countenance ; ** how strange ! who or what could it have been f Ara ^ 
L persons welcome at our prayer-meetings P Are we not often told thai aU m 
welcome, high and low, rich and poor, old and young ; nor age^ nor okM^ ^ 
colour are rejected here ; all, all are welcome to meet together in the utmmmd 
their common Creator, who is the Maker of us aU. Who, then, ewOdluBn \m 
deemed an intruder at a prayer-meetmff ? " You shall hear : but firat I mnii Bf 
a few words about the young man alluded to above. 
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^Vniliam was the son of respectable poor people, and was living in our 

[met little town, engaged in the peaceful pursuits of industry, when he suddenly 
Ofsook them, enter^ the army, and after a time was sent with his regiment to 
loniihem India^ to Madras, then to Trichinopoly, where the circumstance I am 
;oiiig to relate happened. At that time WilUam knew not Gh>d. Who followed 
dm more espeoiaUj with her prayers and tears ? His mother* Yes, she thought 
i him day and night, and said how she longed to know he was become a child of 
lod, a good soldier of Christ Jesus. She asked me to write to him, and to point 
im to tiie Sayiour of the lost : and we agreed to pray for him. The Lord heard 
or prayer ; after some years William was converted ; he experienced the greaib 
\angB ; his letters showed plainly that his heart was changed. Then he wrote 
> nioely about sm and salvation. Sin, which he once loved, he now hated and 
mnned: salvation, rich, &ee, and full, through the precious blood of Christ, 
B8 now all his desire ; he found such high delight in the service of G-od and 
i the means of grace as he had never enjoyed in the pursuit of worldly pleasures. 
nd this brings me to the subject of my paper. I will give you an extract from 
le of his letters, or the substance of it, in which he speaks of an intruder at a 
•syer-meeting. He says, " One day myself and two or three comrades thought 
e should like to enjoy a little prayer-meeting privately by ourselves ; so we took 
hymn-book, and walked to a quiet spot outside the town, and sat down on a 
ttle bank, no one near to disturb us. After speaking a Utile of the love of Gt>d, 
e 'w«re just going to give out and sing a hymn, when one of the men said, * Look 
lere!' Sure enough, there were the glaring ejes of a fierce tiger at a short 
«taaoe, the hinder parts of his body concealed in a bush, to which he had crept 
•ftly and stealthily on his padded paws, unobserved, and his practised eye was 
easaring the distance for a leap at the moment we saw him. With all speed we 
tmped up, fled, and mercifully reached a place of safety, where we thanked imd 
nused God for his watchful care and preserving goodness." 

** How happy all thy serrants are, 
How great thy grace to me ! 
My life, which thoa hast made thy oare, 
Lord, I deTote to thee." 

Iict Hfl learn firom this startling account to watch and pray, lest intruders, in the 
H^ of «vil or wandering thoughts, creep in, when we are at the prayer-meeting 
* elsewhere. There is a foe, subtle, active, and strong, whom we cannot see, 
iraye lurking about, especially where God is sought and worshipped, and the 
oepel is preached, just to pick up the good seed ere it take root in the heart. 
fhat had become of those pious young soldiers if they had not seen and fled from 
le fierce, hungry tiger ? Death, certain death, to one of them, for the tiger will 
jae and run off with a man as a cat does with a mouse. And as WilUam said. 
There was no escape had he sprung on us ; we had no gun ; we never thought of 
long our firearms to a prayer-meeting." Be sober, be vigilant (watchful)^ becansA 
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yoTJv adTeriory, the deTil, as & ronrbg Hon walieth abt^ut, seeking whom h& ml 
deTOUr. He has Ma fliffereat temptationi far different oksaefi. To tlie B|«a hfti 
sajBj it b too lat€ ; to the joung, it is too 60ou t<* leek Chriit Do not It-t SsUa 
dct'eiTt? joii J % 'lit once to Chrifttj the enemy will tlieo loie his pi^j, tmd yoti b*' 
k«pt from eTery inare and evfiry path of the deatToyer. Take tJaifi suhjeet i 
fr»tchftilnf»9 and pt^y^r for youv nieditftlion this roonth. 

TliQV^ is one other fchougbt coniieot^d with this Ottle story, which we must i 
neglect to ncstice. See how piredous the Gosper! was to WilllftEn ts ftooa as hall 
heard and reeeiTOd its glad tidiBgij and how he enjoyed its pnTileg^. Coali3 1 
hftTO heard it, ha^ it not been sent to India P Herej thm, m a sttong plflt 1 
suABione, O go. Mid bboar, and ttriTo* amd pray, aod nEver n^tj mitD the f 
iJiaH be preaoEed t<j e^aij ei^ature tliat U under heaten. 

I am, 

To>ar loTiz^ feisodi 



WHO lilT THE LAMPS? 

tJl?OK the focky coast of Cornwall, there stood some years ftr^i^ j-^nd 
itanding yet* an old-feehioned Ug]ithou*&. It wns plaec?d £■ 
dangerotis rooks, and wai found a great hleafling to the marineir' 
cwmatj in dir(?cting them m dark and Btormy nighta. Many wert- th^a dliipwrert 
IweventBd, and miioy thu hlessinga that were breathed forth to Heaven by 
VBil^s for its giddinjt imd cbeerm^ hght. 

Xou would hate thought tliat eTtJiybody wonld have he4?n glad that thttJ iigll 
Ii^Oae stood upon thoiie rock*j and rejoiced in the good it did. Bat thcj-^ diii Kfll 

There was a mi of wickBd men who looked upon that Jighthouae witli VervaaU 
eyes^ and ot>m wisherl foine storm would come and sweep it qiilte iif^ ay ' Thj 
longed to eee the ?e»^eb wrecked^ tbat they might gath^2ir sorn& of tJi ( 

eainis from theic deatm^tion, and they therefore hat<*d llie LigbthoO" t 

depriTcd tliera of their tre^iyUTeH, Tiieee wicked men were *ialldd '■ \ 

and when stormy nighta oaioc on^ they might be &e<^ looking out ("■. ^ 

^ evert kii.ni,.., l.r'i^ n^'^i^ ^^^0 rbe sh^re, to deoeive the sldm, k«a ihrru '4 

m* ^^^ ^ citiahed to piecf^ on tlie rocks. 

Still tb: . stooJ, watched orcr and kept by the mei-cifiil et e itad 

of a kind protc-^tuig God. ^ 

^ It wa* mJiabittjii, at the time I am writing about, by a good nsim axid 

PI 5 and it ie aboiat thu httk girl mv atoty mi^t be toll She had h 
'US motfjer, whOf aa ahe died, had gif«\ he* lnjl^ c^ivu^aeUj imd laft I 
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irite Bible sb her property. Tou may be sure the last words of her dear 
jer were not soon forgotten, while the Bible she had left was looked upon with 
Mle lererence and loye. 

le lighthouse was so placed upon the rocks that, at low water, when the tide 
mt, you could walk from it to the shore ; but at high water nobody could get 

as no boat could ride in safety amongst the breakers and the rocks. AU the 
the inmates needed, and other things they used, were thus brought to them, or 
ed by them, at low water, and the good man of the lighthouse had often to go 
lore for them. One day he had gone as usual, leaving his little girl alone 
le lighthouse, when some of the "wreckers" seized him, and determined 
e?ent his going back to light his lamps, in the hope that some ship would 
be wrecked. The poor man was in great distress when he found he was the 
ner of these wicked men, and begged hard to be allowed to return. But in 
: there th^ kept him till long after the tide came in, and the dsak night had 
)red, and it became impossible for him to return. At last they let him go, 
le stood upon the shore in great distress. The night was gradually becoming 
Y stormy one. The wild winds roared furiously. The rain fell in torrents, 
Uffhtning flashed. The thunder rolled terrifically. The sea dashed furiously 
id the lighthouse, sometimes coyering it entirely with its wayes. What was 

do P The lantern at the top of his house was yet all dark. He could see 

ships in the distance, and he trembled lest they should be wrecked for want 
s Umips being lighted. He knew his little girl was all alone, and too little to 
lything to help the difficulty, so there he stood in deep distress, while aroimd 
were the sayage wreckers, glorying in the success of their wicked scheme, and 
ng for a large booty by the morning, when, all of a sudden," the lantern of 
ighthouse was lighted up, and its bright and glowing rays shot far across the 

and troubled sea. The wreckers were filled with astonishment and anger 
ley saw it. The sailors far off in the ships were delighted as they caught 
sams; and the good man himself was overcome with surprise and joy, while 
[claimed, " Who has lit the lamps ? " 

sry distressed indeed was the little girl when she found her father did not 
n as she had expected. She watched the tide come rolling up and covering 
ooks, so cuttiog off all the way to shore. She heard the wind get up, and 
bled as she felt it rock the lighthouse. She noticed the dark night setting in, 
saw the storm beginning to rise. She looked out, and there she caught a 
pse of the ships in the distance, and knew if the lamps were not lighted, they 
d probably be wrecked, and in her distress she began to think what could she 
At last a text of Scripture, one of her mother's last words, came into her 
I : '* Call upon me in the day of trouble, and I will deliver thee." So down she 
, and prayed earnestly to Gh>d to help her in her trouble, and rising, walked 
ito the lantern at the top of the tower, to see if she' could light the lamps her- 
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Mlf. She nw the long stick with which her father lit them, but she was 
IttUe to reach them. Down-stairt accordingly she went, and with ereat 
dragged up a table, and climbed on to it, and tried again, bat still she cov 
zeami the tamps. Down again she went to seek for something more to sta 
when her eje fell on her mother^s large Bible, which she earned up with 
labour into the lantern, and laid it on the table. But now she thought, perl 
wou]d be wrong to stand upon the Bible she so much reverenced, and iSie ] 
a little before she did it, and prayed to Gh>d to hdp her to light the lamps, 
climbing up, she stood tiptoe on the book, and to her joy found she coul 
reach the lamps. In a mmute all the lamps were lighted, and the lantern 
out, to the joy of the sailors in the ships, the surprise and gladness of her 
and the shame and disappointment of the wicked wreckers on the shore. 

Such is my little story. It is quite true ; and as I have told it you, I hav 
tbinlring of other mariners and other wreckers than those on the coast of Coi 
I hare been thinking of a world of people all in danger of missing their wa 
being for ever rained by the results of foUy and of sin. I haye thought of wi 
in the shape of wioked men and youths, who would £un blight and destro) 
bj whom they are suROunded. And I haye thought of the Churoh of Goc 
the light of truth, and the means of presenting the way of peace and safety 
possesfiion, as a lighthouse for the world, in which eyen a child may help to 
the lamps, and saye some poor yoyager for eternity firom destruction and froi 

Look round you, dear child, and see if you cannot light some lamp of trul 
lore wlueh shall hdp to saye and bless your fellow-men. 



SOWIKG BESIDE ALL WATEBS. 

ThUTS not God can forget : 
Trust to his righteousness, l^ still, and wait : 

What if he linger yet ? 
Thou knoWst not what with him is soon or late. 

He counts not hours with thee ; 
"So sun metes out for him a daily round ; 

His thne-— eternity ! 
Death is no mark for him, the graye no bound. . 

Ages his moments are $ 
A thoMand years as nothing in his gase: 

Xhy trust is in his care, 
And thou mayst find it after many days. 
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"ONLY ONE BRICK UPON ANOTHER." 

Edwik was one day looking at a large building which they were 
putting lip just opposite to his father's house. lie watched tlie 
workmen from day to day, as they carried up the bricks and mortar, 
and then placed them in their proper order. 

His father said to him, *•' Edwin, you seem to be very much 
taken up with the bricklayers ; pray what may you be tliinking 
about ? Have you any notion of learning the trade ? '* 

"No," said Edwin, smiling; "but 1 was just thinking what a 
little tiling a brick is, and yet that great house is built by laying 
one brick upon another ! " 

" Very true, my boy ; never forget it. Just so is it in all great 
works. All your learning is only one little lesson added to another. 
If a man could walk all round the world, it would be by putting 
one foot before the other. Tour whole life will be made up of 
one little moment after another. Drop added to drop makes the 
Ocean. 

''Learn from this not to despise little things. Learn also not 
to be discouraged by great labours. The greatest labour becomes 
saay if divided into parts. You could not jump over a mountain, 
l^t step by step takes you to the other side. Do not fear, 
blierefore, to attempt great things. Always remember that the 
B^bole of that great building is only one biic^ u^cst^ ^si^^^-t? 
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\ « USE ME! 

Maxe use of me, my GK>d ! 
Let me be not forgot ; 
A broken vessel cast aside- 
One whom thou needest not. 






I am thy creature, Lord, 
And made by hands DiTine ; 
And I am part, however mean, 
Of this great world of thine. 




Thou usest all thy works — 
The weakest things that be ; 
Each has a service of its own. 
For all things wait on thee. 




Thou usest the high stars, 
The tiny drops of dew. 
The giant peak, and little hill ; 
My Gbcl, oh use me too! 




Thou usest tree and flower, 
The rivers vast and small. 
The eagle great, the Uttle bird 
That sings upon the wall. 




Thou usest the wide sea^ 
The;nttie hidden lake. 
The pine upon the Alpine cliff, 
The my in the brake, 




The huge rock in the vale, 
The sand-grain by the sea. 
The thunder of the rolling cloud. 
The murmur of the bee. 




All things do serve thee here- 
All creatures, great and small : 
Make use of me, of me, my God, 
The weakest of them all 
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COLOMBO, CEYLON. 

On the other page ve give a view of the town of Colomho, in 
Ceylon. This field of labour will ever be interesting to the Baptist 
churches in England, on account of the good men who have lived 
and laboured there, and of the success w^hich, by God's blessing, 
has attended their labours. At present our brother Mr. Allen 
labours there. There are two churches existing in Colombo; one 
in that part of the city called the Pettah, composed chiefly of 
burghers and persons of European extraction; the other in the 
suburb called the Grand Pass, and consisting of native Singhalese 
Christians. Ten Singhalese churches also exist in various parts of - 
the district around Colombo, under native pastors, but who are 
dependent on the Society, the missionary at Colombo exercising i 
general superintendence over them. Mr. Allan's own church con- 
sists of fifty members; the other churches consisting of various ; 
numbers — one having as many as fifty-one, and another as few as 
three. It will be interesting to our young readers to be told— as 
showing that all may do something — that this church of three mem- 
bers made a collection of fifteen shillings during the past year, and 
gave it to the mission as a proof of their love. i 

In all the churches God's blessing is more or lesi apparent 
Three have been baptized during the past year by Mr. Allen ; eigM 
at Gonawelle, by a native brother, Mr. Sylva ; while four have been 
baptized by another native, Mr. Perera ; and even to the church i 
three members one has been added during the year. 

We ought to add, that there is another mission in Ceylon, besidfls 
that at Colombo. Our brother JVIr. Carter has laboured usefully ^ 
Elandy. Especially has Mr. Carter been useful in the translatiofi 
of the Scriptures into the Singhalese. The printing of the Nfl* 
Testament, under his supervision, has already proceeded as far as the 
end of the First of Corinthians ; and when our brother last wrote, k 
hoped very speedily to complete the printing of the whole. 

Thus modestly and quietly do our brethren in various parts of tta 
world pursue their work. They have no other reward— and ttof 
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OP none — ^but the approbation of the Master. Let us never 
:o pray that his blessing may rest upon them, and that their 
in his cause may be crowned with the desired succass. 



HALP-HOUBS WITH HBNBY MARTYN. 



s been said that human minds are 
galleries, in which are placed, 
me to time, such representations 
^ past, present, and to come, as 
3 capable of receiving. I suppose 
; at least I am very sure that mp 
I full of pictures, and that every 
ds to its store. Especially does 
ding of a good book increase my 
bns. 

e just laid down the life of Henry 
, with a consciousness that several 
lings have been seen by " my 
eye" as a result of its perusal. 
J describe a few of them to the 
n who read these pages. 
, then, I picture a large room 
.edwith desks and forms, in which 
>f tall boys, all studying with more 
earnestness, occupy a prominent 
while beyond them is a crowd of 
r lads, apparently most anxious 
se away with the hours which 
between them and play. And 
between the elder and the younger 
Etnd belonging, as it seems, to 
r group, I see a little child of 
r mould; a frail, reserved, timid 
>r of gentlest bearing. Beside a 
)r of one of the upper forms he 
the long day in learning what his 



father wotdd have him learn, and think- 
ing — ^who can say of what ? It is easy to 
guess that this little one is very lonely ; 
that few of his school companions care 
to play with him ; and that, but for his 
tall protector, he would often be tor- 
mented by his fellows. 

Not an attractive boy, this, says the 
world. His mild eyes have but little 
expression, save for the few who can look 
earnestly into their depths ; and his fair 
brow speaks of no superior intelligence, 
save to the few who have power to win 
his confidence. He is idle, say some who 
hold that thinking is a waste of time; 
girlish, say others, who suppose that 
boys, like bricks, should all have the 
same shape and hardness. So there, 
without a single friend of his own age, 
he sits quietly, thinking ; and we know 
that when school is over, and all the 
others turn out with a rush into the big 
play-ground yonder, he, smiling as he 
goes, will wend his way to some chosen 
and beloved retreat, in which, unseen by 
his tormentors, he may enjoy the sweet 
privilege of doing what pleases him best. 
I call this — 
Henry Martyn at School. 

Again, I see a sleeping-room^ in. m\\x<:?s^ 



lU 
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a lamp tiirowB itslight on an open book 
and a lonely reader. The book is the 
Bible, and the reader is a young man of 
gentle, yet dignified, aspect. His eyes 
are fixed upon the page : it is as if he 
held his breath that he might hear what 
God would say to him. Thrust aside, 
just as though he feared lest they should 
claim his attention before he had found 
peace in Christ, are many big volumes 
full of scientific lore. 

Everytbing seems to betoken the ap- 
proach of one of those solemn moments 
in which human souls cjy for mercy at 

, the footstool of their God, and, pleading 
the merits of Christ, receive the boon 

! they seek. Let us lower the curtain now, 

' that the awakened sinner may be alone. 

J I call this— 

i Heniy Martyn at College. 

! My third picture shows me a lovely 
! view i'l Cornwall, where, "by the water- 
; side," there wanders, in the calm twilight 
of a July evening, a young and ardent 
I preacher of Christ's Grospel. His look of 
joy seems to reflect the brightness of the 
western sky^ and reminds me of the 
Saviour's description of the interest felt 
by angels in sinners repenting. I can 
easily believe that it is the good news of 
Eome wanderer's return which awakens 
so much gratitude and love in this young 
: man's heart. It is even so : his sister 
has just been telling him that his preach- 
ing has been made useful to her ; and be 
is wandering here in order that he may 
thank God for his mercy. This is — 
Henry Martyn at Home. 



The crew and paasengen of a laige j 
vessel have met to worship God on ha j 
own day, while yet the shores of ilwir ; 
native land are in sight. The preacher, ; 
a young mi-sionary, pale and worn, 
stands in their midst, with his Bible , 
open at Hebrews xi. 16. The spire and ; 
trees on which his eyes are fixed aie 
those of St. Hilary : he is leaving them 
for ever, that he may preach the Goqiel 
to the heathen. I can almost imsgiiie 
that I hear him begin his sermon l/J 
saying, "The shores of England we 
receding fast from our view, and iw 
have taken a long, and to many of u^ 
an everlasting farewell;" and I cas 
easily believe that many an eye besidfli 
his own is wet with tears as the line <^ 
coast growB more distant, and at last 
altogether vanishes. But amidst it all, 
I can hear that his heart beats trnlf, 
and that although, like his Master, be 
has thrice said, "My Father, if it be 
possible, let this cup pass from me,** be 
has always, like his Master, had strength 
to add, " Thy will be done,'* I call thU 
picture — 

Henry Martyn a Hero. 

Our next picture represents a plain 
covered with dead and dying soldien» 
some English, some Dutch, some Frendlif 
some Hottentots. In the for^pronnd litf 
a woimded African, and beside him— hi* 
fair and now pallid countenance contrasi* 
ing strangely with the dark face of th« 
negro — stands a ChristiAn minister, in* 
tent on his labour of love. Behind them , 
is a Highland soldier, who eyes the white ' 
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wiiih. suspicion, and handles his 
it would cost him but little 
shoot a man whom he con- 
be so greatly out of place. As 
this in my mind's eye, I turn 
tny book, and read onco more 
ige whicU gave birth to the 

this I walked out again with 
m to the field, and saw several 
jmy's wounded. A Hottentot, 
lis thigh broken by a ball, was 
ixtreme agony, biting the dust, 
ng horrid impi-ecations against 
I. I told him that he ought to 
his enemies ; and after telling 
nretched man of the Gospel, I 
u to pray to Jesus Christ. But 
rsation was soon interrupted, 
3 absence of the surgeon, who 

back for his instruments, a 
soldier came up, and challenged 
he words, *Who are you?* 
Englishman.' 

said he, * you are French ; * and 
present his piece. I saw that 
iher intoxicated." 

the scene which I have before 
-the dying negro, the insolent 
lie Christian minister, — ^and I 

Id of Battle. 

I see a group of Bengalees, | 

•urns and cymbals, and with ' 

ral Brahmins. One of the latter ; 

ig intelligently to a European, ! 

n and dignified manners appear | 



to have produced an extraordinaty effect 
upon his audience. Probably there was 
at first, on the part of the priests, a dis- 
position to argue hotly in favour of idol- 
worship; but now they are disposed to 
hear the word. Happy moment for him 
who has left all that he may proclaim 
the story of the Cross! Who can tell 
Imt that he may meet this Brahmin in 
heaven ! 

Let us read his story of this encounter 
with the Brahmins: — "I walked into 
the village where the boat stopped for 
the night, and found the worshippers of 
Call by the sound of their drums and 
cymbals. I did not think of speaking to 
them, on account of their being Ben- 
galees. But being invited by the Brah- 
mins to walk in, I entered within the 
railing, and asked a few questions about 
the idoL The Brahmin, who spoke bad 
Hindoostanee, disputed with great heat, 
and bis tongue ran faster than I could 
follow ; and the people, who were about 
one hundred, shouted applause. But I 
continued to ask my questions, without 
making any remarks upon the answers. 
I asked, among other things, whether 
what I had heard of Vishnu and Brahma 
was trae : which he confessed. I for- 
bore to press him with the consequences, 
which he seemed to feel : and then I told 
him what was my belief. The man grew 
quite mild, and said it was chula hat 
(good words); and asked me seriously, 
at last, what I thought, *Was idol- 
worahip true or false ? ' I felt it a mat- 
ter of thankfulness that I could make 
known the truth of God, though but «» 
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stammerer; and that I had declared it 
in the presence of the devil. And this 
also I learnt, that the power of gentle- 



ness is irresistible." This is my pietaie | 
of— i 

Henry Martyn as a Missionary. 



{To he co)itriinfi1.) 



MISSIOKABY NEWS. 



You will be sorry, dear young friends, to learn that by the last 
China mail tidings came announcing the death of Mr. Hall, of 
Cheefoo. Ton kuow he was one of our missionaries there. Mr. 
Kloekers, our other missionary, arrived just in time to close his eyes. 
It was a short, as well as a fatal, illness — only of twelve hours* 
duration. Mrs. Hall left as soon as she could for England ; but at 
Singapore death overtook them again, and carried away her only 
remaining child. "When last heard of she was at Colombo, in , 
Ceylon, ^vhere our missionaries, Mr. and Mrs. Allen, live and 
labour, and by w^hom she was most affectionately received. From 
them she will receive all the sympathy and support which loving • 
Christian hearts can supply. 

The missionaries who had been home to recruit their health have 
nearly all returned. Mr. "Wenger, Mr. and Mrs. Kalberer, and Mr. 
and Mrs. Supper, sailed in August, accompanied by Mr. Etherington < 
and Mr. Edwards, two new missionaries, for India ; and Mr. Ander- ' 
son and Mrs. Lewis have left only a few days. Messrs. Waldock and 
Piggott, with their wives, are on their voyage to Ceylon, to help 
the missionaries who have laboured there, and whose health has . 
greatly suffered in consequence of over-work. Do you, dear young 
friends, rejoice with us that so many devoted servants of Christ are 
on their way to heathen lands ; and do not forget to beseech Gk)d to ' 
give them a pleasant and prosperous voyage. 

I think I told you that Mr. and Mrs. Saker were suffering a good 
deal from ill health. Since then Mrs. Saker and her daughter have 
arrived in London; but he cannot come yet, for the work at 
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Cameroons is pressing, and it is needful that he should be there. 
I hope he will leave as soon as he possibly can, and before he gets 
too weak and ill. 

Tou will not forget what your kind friend, who writes to you 
every month, told you about Mr. Eouse. In a letter which I 
received from him he writes about the superstitions of the Hindoos ; 
not only of the poor and ignorant, but of the upper classes as well. 
Now, just listen to what he says : — 

**The Pundit (i.e., his teacher) is a very sensible man, but a 
most decided Hindoo. I have been reading with him part of the 
£amayan. What do you think of this P A man had been a very 
great sinner. Brahma, the chief god, went to him and told him to 
say, ' Bamo,' and thereby his sins would be pardoned. He tried to 
say this, but could not. Then he told him to say, * Mo-ra, M6-ra ;' 
so at length the sacred syllable was uttered. Then he told him to 
stay in one place and say, 'Earn, Earn,' until he returned. The 
man began to do so, until, by-and-by, the grass grew over him, and 
the ants eat him, until nothing but his bones remained. After sizty 
thousand years Brahma returned, went up a tree, looked round, saw 
nothing, but out of this heap he heard the cry, 'Eam, Eam, Earn.' 
He thereupon spoke, and the man was restored to life. This restored 
man was Balmick, the author of the sacred book, the Eamayan. 
The Pundit said to me, * It is a remarkable thing that, with aU the 
marvellous stories contained in this book, every Hindoo, for genera- 
tions upon generations, has believed it.' He evidently did himself." 

Now, dear children, just think of the different sort of thing our 
sacred book, the Bible, is ! It tells many beautiful stories ; but it 
tells the best story of all, God's pity for sinners, and Christ's coming 
down from heaven to die in their room, that all who repent and 
believe might be saved. Oh, that you yourselves may repent and 
believe, and help to send the Book through aU the world ! 

P.T. 

Miision Honte, Moorgate Street. 
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I 

LITTLE THOMAS D . 

. Deab Ohildeen, — I will give you a short account of another of our infant 

; scholars this month, little Thomas D . By noticing the Lord*s dealings with 

I the little ones— how condescending and how kind he is in reyealing himself to 

I such — you, who are older, may learn many useful lessons, should it please the 

I Lord to incline your heart to receive instruction, and be encouraged in your aearob 

; after happiness and God. We may learn that tho Lord Jesus is the same now as 

] he was when on earth, nearly two 'thousand years since ; the same tender, loving 

; Lord as wlicn he said, *' Suffer the little children to come unto me, and forbid 

! them not,'* and took them up in his arms, put his hands on them, and blessed 

i them, and they were blessed. They show us also that it is by the grace of God 

1 alone that any one born in sin, as we all are, is made a child of God and an heir 

; of glory ; and that the Gospel is the power of God to salvation to every one that 

j beheveth. Hence we are stirred up to use every means in our power, by self- 

I denying efforts — the poor giving their pence, the rich their pounds — to aprcMWi ths 

'■ knowledge of it throughout the world ; and we love to pray and to sing, — 

" Let all the nations praise thee, Lord, 
I Let all their homage bring ; 

I From sea to sea be thou adored. 

I Bedeemer, Jndge, and King." 

' All who observed little Thomas D , saw that his heart was full of love to 

! Jesus. He sought him when not more than four yoars of age. He took great 
I delight ill the nice easy lessons, texts, and hymns, taught in the infant schoolf ! 
' giving fixed attention whenever he hoard anything about the love of the Son of 
God in coming into the world to save sinners, and was never weary, but wanted to 
! hear the same sweet story of love. again and again. 

I I must not stop to tell you the almost countless proofs this boy gave of hii 
I being in Christ at a very early age : one only must be sufficient, namely, his eon- | 
; stant habit of prayer, and his delight in the duty. Not simply in the morning 
' and evening, but many times during the day, he might be seen kneeling before his , 
j little chair, with closed eyes and uplifted hands, asking God to let him know and ; 
love Jesus. His friends wisely abstained from praising him, or even appearing to i 
notice him at such times. Thomas never wanted a form of prayer to be written or \ 
j printed for him, as some children do : he just asked God to give him what he felt | 
he -wanted at the time, and wherever he was he would do it at once if he could. : 
He seemed to run to God, as a child to a father, with all his wants, and to expect 
from Gt>d all that the love and liberality of a Father could giva This is just what 
we should all do. We may speak to God anywhere, at any time, in any posture: 
kneeling or standing, or, if sickness prevail, then sitting or lying in our bed ; in 
the school-room, in the house, or as we walk by the way. We should remember 
that God is always very near to us, and can hear the softest whisper or thefiuntest 
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, from m heart broken for sin, and seeking pardon and peace through Jesus 
rist. Hiis Bceme to have been the habit of little Thomas. If he had shown 
thing like self-will or dbobedience, then he would praj at onoe to be made more 
• Christ — meek, humble, submissive. He also showed a serious concern for the 
'itual good of others unusual in a child of such a tender age. On returning 

n school one day, he overheard some persons saying a neighbour, Mr. A , 

. fSilleii in the street in a fit-, and was likely to die. Thomas was greatly moved, 

ran to his grandmother, weeping, and asked, ** Does Mr. A love Jesus ? " 

ieiving no direct answer, ho repeated the question with increased earnestness : 

oes Mr. A love Jesus?" "Why do you ask?" said his grandmother. 

Bcause," said the child, " thoy say he is going to die ; and he cannot go to 
ven unless he loves Jesus." The grandmother said, " I am afraid he does not," 
ile Thomas looked sorrowful, and for a few moment3 seemed to be pondering 
r the sad case, when, unperceived, as he doubtless thought, by bis grand- 
her, who did not lift her eyes from her sewing, he took his little cliair, glided 
ly to a distant part of the room, and kneeling down, said in an audible whisper, 

3rd Jesus, let Mr. A love thee j have mercy on Mr. A . Lord Jesus, 

B die, take hun to dwell witli theo in heaven." 

'hus, you see, Thomas was a happy, praying child, when in health. Active, 
ly, and fond of innocent play, he yet loved to speak to God in prayer as his 
lest joy. His teachers saw that the Holy Spirit was preparing him for a life of 
fort, and happiness, and usefulness here, or for an early adndssion into the 
ms of tlie blessed. It proved to be the latter. Before he was five years old 
lied joj fully, after entreating his relatives with his latest breath to love Jesus, 

to servo him with their whole heart. His favourite hjmn, often repeated 
ing his sickness, was that which begins thus : — 

** Xot all the blood of beasts," &o. 

(n the state of his throat he could scarcely swallow, and his sufferings were very 
t. His patient submission to the will of God, however, held out to the last, 
im very ill," he once said ; " my pain is great ; but Jesus suffered much more, 
y nailed him to the tree, and then he died, and went down into the grave, 
her, how did he get out again ? " After a momentary pause, and before an 
rer could be given, he continued, " Oh, I know : the Saviour got out of the 
'6 by his own power, and afterward went straight up to heaven." 
ist before he died he asked to have all the fanuly assembled around his 
that he might give them a parting word. This he did, adding, " God bless 
" and peacefully fell asleep in Jesus. The affections of the renewed heart 
lys go out toward others in longinjj desires for their salvation. So it was vdth 
J Thomas. His favourite question, put modestly and very prettily to his 
ids, while in health, was, " Do you love Jesus ?" Let us put this question first 
urselves : J)o we love Jesus ? Secondly, in reference to others : Do all men love 
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Jamif ? Are there not multitudes of heathen in foreign lands who cat 
Jesus, hecause thej have never heard of him P ^ Thirdly, let us ask, Wl 
duty in regard to them ? ought we to send them the sweet message of 
loTe to sinners P Search the Scriptures : let them supply the answer. 

I am, 

Yoor loying friend, 

Heathfleld, Novmbir, 1862. 



A LETTER EBOM MBS. SAKEB. 

I The following letter, hitely receired from Mrs. Saker, contains some su 
I that may be useful to our working classes : — 

I "To THE Ladies oe the Jutenile Woeking Class, Cotton Street 

i " Cameroons, Jura 

"My dbab Chbistian Feiends, — Accept our moat sincere thankj 

; garments so kindly sent us by last maiL The under garments were f 

but will you excuse my saying, should you be kind enough to work for 

will you let the dresses, especially the children's, be print instead of i 

j they seldom wear two garments at a time ? 

! " Muslin frocks would sell in Fernando Po, as the people put more c1 
i their children ; but here the children run about almost naked, and we ai 
i giye them a garment to cover them. They are too poor to buy them. 
i seventeen children in the hous^ to clothe, and I find dark prints are tl 

tbem. 
I " We are much wanting long round pinafores, about a yard in lengtl 
! cheap print, just to cover the children who come to school ; made m 
shirt with short sleeves for the boys. Do not trouble to put bands, as tl 
use them. 

" We often have from forty to fifty children in the school withou 
some quite in a state of nudity. My daughter keeps the school, and 
comes to me, ' Oh, mamma, do give me something to cover these chile 
much of the clothiug kindly sent by our friends is too short. 

" Yours in Jesus 
"H.J 
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"WHERE THEBB'S A WILL THERE'S A WAY." 

A Nuaso woman attending a missionary meeting in one of the West India 
slancis, was much struck with an illastration of this old proverb, given by a mis- 
lionary, just arrived from England, who told what a swarm of bees once gave to 
;he Bible Society. They had so laboured and increased as to raise more than 
hirty pounds for sending the Book of God to the world. She had listened, too, 
fith intense interest to a description of a cherry-tree, the fruit of which, conse- 
crated to the Missionary Society, had added many pounds to its funds. 

On her way home she thus thought to herself: — "Sure dem buckra in England 
\o so much^ sure for me do something." 

But then came the important question, " What shall that something be ? " 

With the morning's dawn she found the answer. Perhaps many in the same 
nrcumstances would have said, " Me poor slave, working for massa ten hours a 
lay every day of the week, except Sunday, when me wash for me clothes, and for 
ne pickaninny clothes : what can poor me do P " But though no grammarian, she 
iiquired not, "What can me do?" but "What can me do? Something must 
36 done." 

Before she went to work, she caught one of her finest pullets, sewed a bit of 
lesrlet cloth round its right foot, and addressed a few kindly words to her captive. 
*Dere, Sissay, you do belong to the Missionary Society, hear ye, and all for you 
m, and all for you chicken, da belong to the Missionary Society, hear ye. Gto 
ibout your business." 

And this determination was faithfully and generously carried out. We have 
iince learned that many African pullets, ornamented with the characteristic red 
3lotb, have been devoted to the pious object which this poor but benevolent negro 
•roman had in view. 



MAKING TRACKS. 

A LIGHT snow had fallen, and the boys desired to make the most of it. It was 
too dry for snowballing, and not deep enough for digging. It did very well to 
make tracks in. 

There was a large meadow near the place where they were assembled. It was 
proposed that they should go to a tree which stood near the centre of the meadow, 
and that each one should start from the tree, and should see who could make the 
■traightest track-^that is, go from the tree in the nearest approach to a straight ' 
line. The proposition was assented to, and they were soon at the tree. They 
ranged themselves around it, with their backs toward the trunk. They were 
equally distant from each other. If each had gone forward in a straight Ime, the 
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paths would have been like the spokes of a wheel— the tree representing the axle. 
Thej were to ^o till they reached the boundaries of the meadow, when they were 
to retrace their steps to the troo. 

They did so. I wish I could give a map of their tracks. Such a map would not 
present much resemblance to the spokes of a wheel. 

** Whofe is the straightest ? " said James Alison to Thomas Sanders, who wssst 
the tree first. 

•* Henry Armstrong's is the only one that is straiglit at alL" 

** How could we all contrive to go so crookedly, wlien the ground is so Bmootk, 
and nothing to turn us out of the way ? *' said Jacob Small. 

"How happened you to go so straight, Henry ?" said Thomas. 

" I fixed my eye on that tall pine-tree on the hill yonder, and never looked away 
fifom it till I reached the fence." 
I " I went as straight as I could, without looking at anything but the ground,** 
I said James. 

j " So did I," said another. 

> " So did I," said several others. It appeared that no one but Henry had aimid 
: at a particular object. 

They attempted to go straight without any definite aim. They £uled. Ken 
cannot succeed in anything good without a definite aim. In order to mentil 
improvement there must be a definite aim. In order to moral improvement there 
must be a definite aim. In order to do good, there must be a definite aim. 
General purposes, general resolutions, will not avail. You must do as Henry did ; 
fix upon sometliing distinct and definite as an object, and go steadily forward to it. 
Thus only you can succeed. 



A QOGD MAK'S WISH. 

I EBBELY confess to you that I would rather, when I am laid in the grave, some 
one in his manhood would stand over me and say, "There lies one who was a reel 
friend to me, and privately warned me of the dangers of the joung ; no one knew 
it, but he aided me in the time of need. I owe what I am to him." Or, I would 
rather have some widow, with choking utterance, telling her children, " There i* 
your friend and mine. He visited me in my afiliction, and found you, my sod, sa 
onployer, and you, my daughter, a happy home in a virtuous fami^.*' I say I 
would rather such persons should stand at my grave, than to have erected of«r it 
the most beautiful sculptured monument of Parian or Italian marble. The hmrt'i 
broken utterance of reflections of past kindness, and the tears of grateful memoiy 
shed upon the grave, are more valuable, in my estimation, than the most oost^ 
cenotaph ever reared. — Dr. 
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THE LITTLE BEKTEFACTOB. 

" Mother, I want you to give me a piece of bread, to carry to 
school to-day for little Johnny Himes," said Greorge Martin tohia 
mother one morning, as she was putting up his dinner for school. 

" "Why, what makes you want to carry a piece of bread to Johnny 
Himes ?*' inquired his mother. "Don't he have any dinner of his 
own?" 

"No, not a bit," replied George. "You see, yesterday, I had 
more dinner than I wanted, and little Johnny stood watching me all 
the time I was eating, and I thought he was very ill-mannerly for 
doing so. But he looked very sad, as if he wasn't well, or felt bad 
about something ; and I never see him eat any dinner ; I thought it 
must be because he didn't want any. But when I took out a biscuit, 
I said I didn't want it, I'd got dinner enough. And Johnny said, 
'Won't you please give it to me?' He almost cried, too, when he 
said BO. Then I thought may be he was hungry — I didn't think of it 
before. So I gave it to him, and he ate it as if he hadn't had any- 
thing to eat all day. I asked him why he didn't bring some dinner. 
And he said his mother hadn't any ; that his father was sick, and 
sometimes his mother couldn't get hardly anything for breakfast or 
supper, and nothing for him to carry to school. And now, mother," 
added George, " won't you let me carry a good large piece of bread 
and butter every day for Johnny ?" 

George's eye sparkled, and his plump little cheek was flushed, as 
he pleaded for his poor school-mate. His mother's heart was as 
generous as his own, and she was glad to see George trying to cheer 
a sad spirit, and lighten, though but a little, the load of human 
suffering. So now, every day, George Martin gives Johnny Himes a 
dinner, for which Johnny's gratitude and his parents' blessing are an 
abundant reward. 
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HEART AND HAND. 

I HAYB followed the ploiigli, I have scattered the seed, 

And reaped the reward of the land ; 
And though labour has hardened my hand, it is well 
That my heart is not hard as my hand. 
Oh, then, while I toil 
As the lord of the soil. 
Let the love light still beam in my eye ; 
The sweat of my face 
Sure can be no disgrace, 
. "While my heart is not withered and dry. 

When Autumn laughs out, 'mid her fruitage and grain, 

And plenty smiles over the land. 
Perhaps we can ease some poor bosom of pain, 
If our heart is not hard as our hand. 
Oh, then, when the poor 
Pleader stands at the door, 
And gazes with suppliant eye, 
Let our charity prove 
By an action of love, 
That our hearts are not withered and dry. 

A small deed of kindness will never be missed, 

And the heart will in kindness expand, 
Until the whole earth in its love is embraced, 
If it is not as hard as the hand. 
Let sympathy cheer 
With a generous tear. 
The heart that m^y sorrow and sigh ; 
And rest quite secure 
Of reward, for be sure 
That its record is written on high. 
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TO OTJB BEADEB8. 

As tbis is the last Number of the Hebald for 1862, we 
avail ourselves of the opportunity it presents — the onlj opj 
we have had during the year — of saying a word to our youn 
and to their teachers, about the circulation of our little '^ 
We will only say, about the past year, that we have dorie ou 
through the year, to make the Hsbald interesting aud us< 
we know that it has not been without its effect in leading; i 
readers to greater love for the missionary cause, and ind 
them greater desires to do what is in their power for its 
ment. But we wish to have a greater number of readers di 
coming year ; and this not only for the sake of the Magazin 
that we may be enabled to make it still better in all resp< 
for the sake of the great cause to which it is devoted, and 
is intended, by God's blessing, to promote. How pleasant 
be to us if we could expect in 1863 a circulation of 
Thottsahi) a month I This, surely, would not be a large c 
to wish for, annmg the Baptist families and Sunday schoc 
United Kingdom; and we feel sure that it might be v< 
reached, if only oar readers themselves resolved that it s 
May we request of our readers themselves, that they will 
Magazine, during December, to their companions, and re 
them to subscribe next year? May we especially reqi 
teachers and superintendents will do us the service of in 
the HsBALD, and recommending it in their respective schc 
I this way we feel sure that much more than the circulation v 
I might be obtained. We will jnromise to do our part to : 
Magazine worthy of the largest circulation that our friends 
I us. 
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"ilTTLK CHIPS.^ 



A CHRISTMAS 8TOST. 



tiiimk, nmHOM, Little Chips 
up at last r 

I^bxistnuu Ere, and the diaw- 
f a lai:ge hoiue in Mandiestflr 
ted with evefigreena, and filled 
le <tf all ages and sixes, from 
liaired grandsire and the portly 
d ancle, down to the prattling 
;be tiny ha.be in arms. It was 
^thering, and everybody was 
" The elder people joined in 
[nas games as if thej were still 
L the little ones gravely made 
ats as if thf'j bad grown old. 
dst of all this comes Frank, 
9W8 about Chips, 
o was** Chips"? 
orphan chip-boy who bad seen 
'n, and who had been honest 
return a half-sovereign which 
2[iven him by mistake between 
es. Did not Cousin Charles 
jtory? 

estion was asked by a young 
, grey silk dress, who, gaily 
. lovely child of three years, 
e hall just ia time to meet a 
whom Frank had succeeded in 
o the door. 

Charles knew nothing of 
bat he wished to know, which 
)etter. What pleasure it gave 
. Florence to t^ liiui the his- 
lee his merry face grow brighter 
ter, until at last he pounced 



upon the astonished Chips, and carried 
him off bodfly into the drAwiog-rooaj, 
where all the people were just beginning 
ti play ** old soldier.* | 

** Stop a minute, Charlie, and poll off | 
bis shoes!" eried Frank, wiM> had been \ 
trained to think of his motber*s carpets ; j 
but Cousin Charlie was akeady in the j 
midst of the guests, and the only thiug { 
that coold be done was to carry one of i 
the great sheepskin mats in after him. { 

*' What have we here ?" asked grand- I 
papa, as he put on his spectacles. \ 

** Who is this. Cousin Charlie !** cried i 
the children, as they paused in their 
game. 

** What in the world have you brought ; 
nowP^ inquired the ladies. 

T > all which questions Cousin Chailes | 
ans 4 ered gravely, "Chips!" | 

And then everybody, even Chips him- , 
self, laughed heartily. 

•*Pull off your shoes. Chips," ssid ! 
Frank, '*and you will be able to walk | 
about the room." 

The boy oWeyed, and in so doing dis- 
closed a pair of clean but chilbloined feet, 
which he rubbed for a few minutes ten- 
derly, while Florence, heaping a plate 
with dainty fare, sang two or three 
stanzas of a good old Christmas hymn, 
setting forth the rare blessedness ojf 
giving, and calling on hU who heurd it 
to remember the orphan. 

"And what do you oiasa. ^ 4.^^'>i^ 
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your new guest?" asked mi aunt or a 
second cousin, I forget which, presently. 

"Well, 1 fhall mvite hiin to play old 
soldier ! " replied Cousia Charlie. ** That 
is, if y.'U make no objection." 

''Does he know how?" 

** Not exactly ; but while he dispatches 
that bowl of milk and bread I iiitend to 
teach him. Are we all agreed that Chips 
shall be the old soldier ?" 

'* All ! " said everybody. 

•* Then we take our seats," said Char- 
lie, suiting the action to the word, and 
throwing himself into a low arm-chair 
near the mat on which ^e blushing 
Chips was now eatiog his supper, "and 
I give ray instructions.*' 

"You see, Chips," he began, *'the 
game U ihU, Yon go rouud, rather 
modestly, and say to all these ladies and 
gentlemen, * What will you give a poor 
old soldier ?* and they promise you what- 
ever they please. If they say five bhil- 
lings, or a new jacket, or a pair of boots, 
or a Christmas pudding, or a sirloin of 
beefj or some stuff for your chilblains, 
you must not refuse it. But if they say 
such things as cold shoulder, and a box 
OQ the eurs, as they do sometimes when 
/ play, you must com« bckck to me, and 
111 fine them. You understand." 

Chips said Yes, and smiled broadly. 
It was quite evident that he entered 
into the fun. As for the other cliildren, 
they were almost wild with glee. It was 
the old soLtier with the added charm of 
reality. 

Under Cousin Charles' direction, Chips 
went first to their hostess, Mrs. Mason, 



who had just returned from a 
some of Prank's cast-off clotl 

"VThat will I give you 
lady. " You shall have a co 

Then came a burst of la 
cries of *' Forfeit, forf-it !" 

"You said *!,' dear mi 
plained Florence; "and yo 
feit a penny, because thi 
forbidden." 

"And all the pence can 
Chips!" cried Frank. "A^ 
idea, though I say it myself.' 

Mrs. Mason smiled. "I 
your games," said she, qiiic 
the fine. " But go on, Chip 

** If you please, ma'am, w) 
resumed the hero, still pi 
Charlie. 

" You shall see for yourse 
lady, producing ^n overcoat, 
ing the astonished boy with 
" and I hope you will be a 
old soldier in it." "Whereup 
old veteran gave way to hU i 
cried for joy as if he bad 
poor fellow, for sorrow; i 
general interest which he e3 
Mason's second forfeit was fo 

After this every one gav< 
contribution ifistantfir. Grai 
was a crown-piece ; Fi-ank's ; 
which cook had made tiiat 
inivate eating ; and Cousin C 
price of a good pair of shoej 
sent to the chemist's f.-r 
lotion and a few other con 
of the uncles handed over h 
and each of the aunts a fl 
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be little cousins oontribated threepence, 
ourpence, sixpence, or a shilling, iic- 
Kirding to the state of their individual 
Inances. 

What a rich fellow was Chips when 
H was over! and Florence, patting a 
tew Bible into his hand, sent him off in 
he care of the friendly greengrocer, who 
isd promised to give him a bed that 
light, and a breakfast the next morning, 
low pleasantly sounded the Christmas 
tsrol as he woke in his snug quarters and 
istened, like one in a dream, to its sweet 
fords! 



As for the people at Mrs. Mason's, 
they all had pleasant Tisions of boys in 
paletots, with mince-pies in their hands, 
and pools of lotion around their chil* 
blained feet, and big crown pieces falling 
on every side ; and they all woke with- 
out headache the next day, which is 
more than everybody can say on Christ- 
mas morning ! 

It was a good day for Chip<i, and he 
enjoyed it, thanking Ood, in his simple 
way, for his great mercies. May yoa 
aud I, my reader, do likewise, heartily I 



MISSIOITABY NEWS. 

Iir mj last letter I informed you of the sudden death of Mr. Hall, 
)f Cheefoo, and that Mrs. Hall was on her way home. She has since 
irrived, and I have heard, from her own lips, the sad story of her 
)ereayement and sorrow. Since then Mr. Laughton, who had been 
accepted as a missionary, but whose destination had not been fixed, 
it ouce prepared to go forth to take the vacaut place in China. He, 
ind Mrs. Laughton, sailed in the Minn, a fine ship, and one which 
tails very fast, on Friday, the 14th November. I trust that all you, 
lear young friends, who read these lines, will unite in prayer to God 
liat they may have a quick and prosperous voyage. 

Instead of giving you any more news, I have taken from the 
Vmcedonian, a newspaper published at Boston, North America, by 
he American Baptist Union, and chiefly designed for the use of 
uch as you yourselves in that land, the following beautiful incident, 
nd it is intended to furnish some answer to the question, " fFhat 
nn children do?^^ 

^ Children, what can we do at home which will most efibctually 
benefit the cause of missions P Collect a great deal, or give a gretkt 
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deal, or talk about missionaries, or pray for them, or make clotlu 
for the children abroad, or attend missionary prajer-meetings ? A 
these are good, very good ; none of them can be spared ; but do ii( 
you think one way, and a very effectual way, is, to get sinners coi 
verted at home P You know, when Andrew had seen Jesus, he fin 
found his own brother Simon ; and as soon as any one feels the lov 
of Gk)d shed abroad in his heart, the first cry of his new-bom soi 
is,— 

* Oh that the world woald tute and ae* 
The riches of hia grace 1 ' 

" Children can bring sinners to Jesus, to be healed. Let me te 
you a story I heard the other week, — it is a true one. A littl 
sickly boy was converted to God, and with a heart full of lo?e t 
Jesus, he longed to do something for him. He came to his ministei 
and modestly asked him if he could give him a job of work to do fc 
Christ. The minister looked kindly at him, and said, * You don' 
seem able for hard work ; but I'll think, and call and tell you sooi 
if I have found anything you can do.' He did call soon after, an 
gave the boy a sheet of paper and a pencil. * Now, my dear,' he 8ai( 
* you write down the names of all you know who are unconvertec 
and pray for them one by one. Don't talk to anybody about it, bu 
just tell God, and ask him to change their hearts.* 

'^ Shortly after this, to the joy of the minister and his people, on 
and another began to seek the Lord, and many were turned firoi 
darkness to light. 

" Our little boy, meanwhile, was getting weaker and weaker, as 
had fur some time been confined to bed. One evening his fath< 
came in from the prayer-meeting, and he called him, and asked 
such a man was there. ' No,' said his father. The child closed h 
eyes and scarcely spoke till the next evening. ' Was he there to-nigh 
father?' he said. *No, my son.* Again he closed his eyes, as 
took notice of nothing till his father came from chapel. I ought ^ 
have told you that they were holding prayer-meetings each eveoiii 
for a week. The question was asked the third time, and the anBW( 
was, * Yes.' *Wa8 he converted, father?* *No.' Once more 1 
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[osed his ejes, and in the secret chamber of his heart prayed to his 
*ather who seeth in secret. And when again the questions were 
ut to his earthly father, and he said, ' Yes, he was there, and was 
onverted,' that Uttle labourer clasped his dear little hands, and in a 
oice so feeble as scarcely to be heard on earth, but loud enough to 
e the Jiey-note of a rapturous hallelujah chorus in heaven, he whis- 
ered, ' Bless Glod, that is the last on mj list,' and then sweetly fell 
sleep. ' He bad finished the work Qod had given him to do.' After 
lis death a list was found under his pillow of fiAy-seven names." 

Now, here \a something for you to think about, and to do. But to 
lo as this dear child did, you must be like him, and love prayer, and 
relieve that God hears prayer, and that Jesus, the great Mediator in 
leaven, will obtain the blessing if you ask in His name. 

F.T. 

Ifiwion House, Moorgate Street. 



KEDDIE AND MB. 

FoTTB yean ago, James , a little orphan boy, joined a miaaion Snnday 

ichool. Seeing the other children carrj in their money for missions, he felt a 
desire to do something for poor heathen children himself. For several days he 
»ried in vain to think of a plan to get money for Jesus. At last ** a very nice 
houghi" as he termed it, came into ^s mind. Would you like to know what that 
ibonght was ? I will tell you. 

James got his living by peddling fruit and vegetables round town in a little 
lonkey-cart. So he said to himself, ** I will save the profits of one day in each 
NdlE, and give them to the heathen." This was James* ** nice thought,^* 
'■ Jhom. that time the poor boy put by the profits of the day fixed on in a little bag. 
hX the end of the year be earned it to the school. Placing it on the table, he said,— 

^ I give that for the missionaries, sir." 
. The teacher found twenty dollars in that little brown bag. 

* Stop ! " cried the good man, as James turned to go away. ^ T^ me how yoa 
oan afibrd to give so much.*' 

■^ JmooB told his simple story, and closed by saying, — 

" " Please take the money, sir ; I must make haste, for it is late, and Neddie and 
iie get up before light in the morning." 



\ 
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'*Tell xne your name," said the teacher, '*and I will put it down in tli 
mj juyenile colleoton.*' 

** No, sir,*' replied James, with beautiful truthfulness ; '< it would not 
I only do one-half, and Neddie does the other. We are partners, sir. I ^ 
and Neddie gives labour ; so one name must not go in the book unless hot 
go. 

" Who is Neddie ? " inquired the teacher. 

" My donkey, sir." 

** Well," said the teacher smiling, ** I shall put it down * Neddie and me, 
night, my boy. Maj G^od blese you and what you have given." 

Did James keep up his practice? He did. The next year he gave tw 
dollars, and the next o?er thirtj. James is not yet wear/ in welln 
American Paper, 



BEADIira THE BIBLE. 

** Oh, mother," said Willie, •* I have read five chapters this morning." 
of pride flashed on his bright countenance as he closed his Bible, and utteri 
words, looked up in his mother*s face. He felt he had done something gr 
eipecied commendation ; for the little boy loved praii>e, as many boys o 
his mother said nothing then, for she understood well hu habit of reading. 
day», I am sorry to say, passed without liis reading a chapter ; and the 
told of his neglect, he would take a sudden start, and run over four 
chapters, and leel that he had retrieved his past negligence. But from su( 
reading little good oame ; it was too hasty, irregular, to moke a deep impre 

This little incident led me to think of bome mnts about reading the Bibl< 
I here offer to my little readers. 

1. Eead the Bible regularly. A good man of old says, " I have esteez 
words of his mouth more than my necessary food." This is the true idei 
Bible is daily bread, to be taken regularly, that the seed may grow thereby 

2. Eead the Bible attenti?ely. The meawing of the Bible is what is 
Unless he that reads gets the meaning, it will not do him any good. Hasty 
of a great many chapters at ouce is of no advantage. Bead slowly, a Ul 
time, and think on %hat you read, and you will understand and remember 

3. B«ad the Bible as God's book ; not merely because father or motl 
you to read it, but for a better reason— becauM Gk>d speaks to you in th 
When I have seen a little girl run in, her eyes sparkling with joy, cryi 
mother, here's a letter from father to me, for my name is on the outside," I 
feel a wish she might thus look on the Bible, for it is a letter from our Ft 
heaven. So feel and so read, and you will not grow weary of the good boo! 
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•I'M TOO IiITTLB." 

Th£SB words reached the ears of Mrs. Wilson, as she came into the 
lariour one afternoon. She found her three children seated on the sofa ; 
iliina, the eldest, trying to amuse her younger brother and sister. She 
liad been telling them a stoiy in her own wise way, of some good little 
gill who was a great help to her mother, and was showing the example of 
this excellent child, for the benefit of Ella, when their mother came in. 

"Too little for what, Ella?" asked Mrs. Wilson, pausing before the 
children. 

" I was telling her," said Anna, " the stoiy of Katie Lee, and when I 
said she must be good, and do as Katie did, she told me she was too 
Uttle." 

" Little girls of four years are rather small," said Mrs. Wilson, " but my 
Ella isn't too little to be good, I hope." 

" But Katie waa older than I, I'm sure," said Ella : " I can't do such 
lyngs as she can." 
; " What things ? " asked mamma. 

1 ;" Why, bringing in the mUk-pitcher. I'm afraid I'd spill the milk, and 
■then Susan would say, * Oh ! you are a pQague.'" 

Mrs. Wilson smiled, for poor little Ella was called " a plague " very 
often. 

" If you couldn't bring the milk-pitcher, darling, you could be useful in 
other ways," she said. 

" Oh no, I can't, I'm too little," persisted Ella. 

Mrs. Wilson sat down and took the child upon her lap. " Now, listen 
to me : you can pick up my ball when it rolls on the carpet, and get 
papa's slippers, and fetch me a book or my work-basket, can't you ?" 

" Yes, I can do those" said Ella. 
. " Well, then, are you too little to be useful 1 " 

** Why, is that being useful ? I thought it meant real great things," said 
SUa, opening her eyes very wide in astonishment. 

" It means that older girls are to do great things, and lictle girls are to 
do little things," said her mother. " You are a little girl now, and so 
your heavenly Father only wishes you to do little things ; but then my 
•darling must try to do them willingly and pleasantly. You should always 
f^e ready to do what mamma asks, at once, not say, ' I'm tired,' or * I don'^i 
•want to,* because, though you are only four yeai-s old, you are not too little 
to be useful" 
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OUB SAVIOUB^S VOICE. 

OuB Saviour's Toice is sofl and sweet, 

When, bending from above, 
He bids us gather round his feet. 

And calls us by his love. 

He leads to heaven, where angels dwell ; 

He saves from endless woe : 
Our lips, our lives, can never tell 

How much to Christ we owe. 

i 

But while our youthful hearts rejoice 

That thus he bids us come, 
** Jesus," we cry with pleading voice, 

" Bring heathen wand'rers home." 

They never heard the Saviour's name ; 

They have not learned his way ; 
Tbey do not know his grace who came 

To take th^ir sins away. 

Dear Saviour, let the jojful sound 

In distant l^ds be heard ; 
And, oh ! wherever sin is found 

Send forth thy pardoning word. 

And if our lips may breathe a prayer, 
Thfjugh raised in trembling fear. 

Oh, let thy grace our hearts prepare. 
And choose some heralds here ! 
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PBAYING HXGBOES. 

Our jroiing friends pray. Bo they late to pray ? Do they so love to pra 
even though a den of lions were before than, they would yet, like Daniel, pe 
in praying ? We hope so ; but if there are aoy who don't care about praying, 
do them good to read the following. 

An infidel slaveholder having made a purchase of a slave, asked his former 
if he had any special faults. " None,'' was the reply, " unless it be that 
l)ray and attend meetings." *' Oh, then," said hia new nuutar, " I will soc 
tiiat out of him." He little knew the love his slave had for prayer. Tl 
Sabbath after the negro had gone to his new quarters, he found out the Me 
Meeting, but retnmed in time for his work. His master, however, inquirei] 
he had been, and when told, demanded that he should promise never to 
and never to pngr. This promise the slave would not give, and the master tfa 
rage ordered Mni to be tied up, and himself whipped him most unmercifull 
last, wearied out, he allowed the poor torn negro to return to his hut, threate 
repeat the whipping every time he went to meeting. Hie master having gone 
began to think what he had been doing, and although an infidel, the steadfast 
his slave terrified him. His conscience awoke, and he could find no peace, 
agony of mind he sent for the praying negro, and eagerly inquired whether h 
pray for him. " Oh, dat I can," was the reply, "for I ha-ve been praying for 
all night.'' He did pray for and with his persecuting master; and i^rwar 
laboured together in preaching the Gospel to others— the slave no longer a slsv 
brother beloved. ... 

Another slave, who could neither read. nor write, heard the €k)6pe], and th 
of God made it effectual to his conversi(m. like all true converts^ he feUlt 
sionaiy spirit. He was anxious for the conversion of his brethrvn ; and, at '. 
it became his uniform practice, frequently after the tdls of the day wem i 
walk two or three miles, and hold a meeting among the slaves. On one oond 
meeting was discovered by the jiatrol, who are authorized to inflict summary ; 
ment of ten lashes upon all slaves they find assembled together, for any reason 
was done immediately with all present, but Old Gabriel. As he was the iiD( 
they thought he must be punished more severely; so they took him to the maf 
As they were tying up his hands, he exclaimed, " Oh, this is just the way ] 
Pilate did to my Massa !" Here his persecutors relented. One of them aft( 
was troubled in his conscience for what he had done ; and after a long time, 
no peace, he went to Old Gabriel, and asked him if he would forgive him, *^ ■ 
yon !" said Old Gabriel ; "why, massa, me have been praying for you ever sit 
tied me up!" 





Lizzie and Xono. 
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MISSIONABY NEWS. 

The letters which have been received recently bring tidings whicli 
are somewhat sad. Mr. Trafford, President of the College at Seram- 
pore, lias been very ill ; Mr. Allen, of Ceylon, has been laid aside 
from his work, and it was feared he would be obliged to leave for 
England. But as rest had somewhat improved his health, he deter- 
mined to wait the arrival of the new missionaries, Mr. and Mra. 
Pigott, and Mr. and Mrs. "Waldock ; for if he did not, as Mr. and 
Mrs. Carter are on their way home, these friends would have landed 
entire strangers, without any one to welcome them, or help them to 
get into work. Mrs. Allen, who superintends a large native board- ; 
ing-school, has sent me, in a letter, a picture of two of her scholars, ; 
Lizzie and Nono. They look so pretty in their nice v^hite dresses : 
on their dark persons, that I think of getting the publisher to have ' 
it engraved, that you may see the likenesses of some children who 
are receiving instruction through the Society which so many of you i 
try to help. 

I am sorry to add that Mr. Evans, of Delhi, has been suffering for 
a long time from fever, and his doctors say he too must come to i 
England shortly, or he will not be able to labour much longer. This , 
is not what we usually call good news. But we cannot expect always ' 
to have only joyful things to say. Nobody in all the world lives 
without having* some sorrow. It is needful that we should have 
sorrow ; for if it were all bright and happy, and there were no clouds 
or storms, we should forget G-od and heaven, and fancy we were to 
live here always. And societies are tried in the same way ; and thus 
our faith in God, and other Christian graces, are brought out to our 
view. 

But tho new year will have begun when you read these lines. 
Christmas, which is a merry time with young people, will have \ 
passed, with its gamr s and frolics, and we shall have said to all our 
friends " A happy new year." It will be a sad time to the poor 
people in Lancashire ! and yet how comforted they must be to find 
that all over the country, old and young are trying to help and 
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succour them ! They will be cheered by this wide-spread sympathy, 
while those who give their money will be benefited, since it is more 
blessed to give than to receive, STow, while I hope you have joined 
in this good work, you must not forget the mission. You must not 
make the doing of one thing a reason for not doing the other ; for 
that will be no real efibrt to help the poor Lancashire people. Do 
you say, How can we do both ? I reply, that for a time you, as well 
as your parents, must make sacrifices, and stint yourselves of some 
enjoyments in order to do it. 

A happy new year to you, dear young friends ! Mind the Chetst- 
MAS AKD New Yeab's Caeds. Don't forget the native preachers. 
Begin the year well. Most people think of doing this. But many 
soon forget intentions formed at the beginning, for they do not 
trust in God. Do you pray for strength from Him ? Ask Him to 
help jrou to keep good promises, and He will help ; for He has 
promised to hear and answer, and He is a Grod that cannot lie. 
And I say again, A happy new year ! 

r.T. 

Mi3iion Haase, Moorgate Sireet. 



"YOU CAN PRAY MORE.'' 



" What can I do this year more than 
last ?" said Bella, as we talked about the 
new year and its duties. 

** You can pray more," said I. 

The child was silent. Her prayers had 
been veiy short since the dark mornings 
came in, and conscience told her that 
there was great room for improvement. 

«•! will try," she said at last; "but 
my mind goes off so at. night, and in 
the morning — " she stopped and hid 
her face on my shouder. I did not 
speak. 

** Ob, Auntie, I am very wicked," she 



sobbed. **I don't pray now as I did 
two years ago. / am gor.e hack dreat.- 
fully." 

The tears came into my own eyes as 
she spoke, for I, too, had known what it 
was to go back dreadfully. My little 
Bella was very much like her auntie in 
temper and style : there was the same 
love of ease, the same incliuaiion to set 
the heart on the pleasures of to-day, the 
same put-it-off -till- to-morrow way of re- 
garding duty, which had brought me into 
the midst of so many sorrows. An-d. «>a. 
we sat theift va. \.\i^ ^'cwssCxxi't ^"^ S5fta^<^^ 
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Year't-day, I had no need of explanation 
I from my darling. 

I "We will aak God to pardon and re- 
store US,** said I, when she ceased to sob. 
"Let ns tell him, dear Bella, of our 
trouble, and confess that we have neg- 
lected opportunities for sweet intercourse 
with Jesus, which should have been veiy 
precious to our hearts.'' 

So the child and 1 knelt down and 
talked with our Father in heaven, and 
obtained forgiveness for the sake of 
Christ his Son. Then we were silent 
for a while, thinkiDg of Jesus, and re- 
joicing in his mercy. By-and-by, when 
the lamp was lighted, we sat down at my 
desk, and began to write in the little 
pocket-books which had come by that 
morning's post from a friend who loved 
us. 

" Ask, and it shall be given you ; seek, 
and ye shall find ; knock, and it shall be 
opened unto you." 

That was Bella's text. 

" Whatsoever ye shall ask of the Father 
in my name, I will do it.'* 

That was mine. 

Then Bella learned a pretty hymn, 
which I had that morning received in a 
letter from Ireland, and which seemed 
to express exactly what those who love 
the Saviour ought to feel when they think 
of approaching his throne of love and 
mercy : — 

*• My God 1 is any hour so sweet. 
From blush of mom to eyeniag star. 
As that which calls me to thy feet^ 
The hour of prayer I 



'* Blest is that tranqail hoar of mom. 
And blest that hour of solemn eTe, ' 

When, on the wings of fiuth upborne, 

The world I leave I ' 

** For then a day-spring shines on me, j 

Brighter than mom's ethereal glow ; / 

And richer dews descend firom thee 
Than earth can know, 

" Then is my strength by thee renewed, 
Then do I feel my sins forgiven ; 
Then dost thou cheer my solitude 
With joys of heaven. 

*' No words can tell what sweet relief 
There for my every want I find ; 
What strength for warfare, balm for gad, ' 
What peace of mind. 

** Hushed is each doubt^gone evexy fear, 
My spirit seems in heaven to stay; 
And e'en the penitential tear 

Is wiped away. I 

"Lord! till I reach that blissful shore, j 

No privilege so dear shall be, i 

As thus my inmost soul to pour 
In prayer to thee." 

When the texts were written and the . 
hymn learned, Bella began to talk to me | 
about them. "I am sure they will help j 
us," said she, "for we shall think ol 
them when we kneel down, dear anni 
* Whatsoever ye ask ' ! * Ask, and ye dkali 
receive'! What a foolish child I have j 
been not to ask for more blessiogs! I ' 
have been vexed because I was not rich, 
and wishing I could grow up quick and 
get to be like Sarah Martyn, or John 
Howard, or somebody who did a grest 
many things, and all the time I would I 
scarcely find time to pray at all ! It was j 
stupid." I 
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" And wrong j^* said I. 

** Yes, stupid and wrong ; but I hope 
I shall mend now, Aunt Bessie." 

"By God's blessing," said I, "I hope 
you will, dear child." 

" I shall get up earlier if Jane may call 
me," said she. 

" And go to bed earlier ?" 

Bella smiled. "If you wish it, 
auntie." 

"I <fo wish it, Bella," said I. 

"But at night it is so delightful here 
by the fire with our books and work, 
Aunt Bessie. I should like to stay up 
tin I was quite sleepy," Eaid Bella. 

*^And your evening prayer .?" 

Bella hesitated a moment, and then 
said, " I see it all ; staying up late U bad 
for me ; for, of course, I cannot talk sen- 
sibly when I am half asleep, and praying 
is jast talking to God. So there are three 
new things I can do in this new year — 
go to bed earlier, get up earlier, and pray 
more / Ho w delightful ! " 

You see she was a little enthusiast, 
this Bella. You must not, however, be 
apgry with her for it ; it was as natural 
to her as it is to you, perhaps, to be sober 
and quiet. " Different people are made 
to differ," and Bella was naturally a 
quick thing, with a large heart, and a 
head more clever than cool. 

To return to my little story. That 
night, for the first time since her adop- 
tion by Aunt Bessie, this child went to 
bed without sighing over fate, and as- 
tonished Jane by requesting to be called 
at half-past six. And accordingly at 
half -past six she rose next morning. 



It was a good beginning, and that day 
was a happy one for both of us. We had 
breakfast earlier, we studied earlier, we 
were earlier about everything, as a result 
of little Bella's new plan. Invalid though 
I was, \ walked twice in the great square 
garden with my darling on that happy 
second of January — a day that saw her 
enter on that higher life which results 
from close communion with Jesus. 

Do any accuse me of forming too high j 
an opinion of this child's walk with God ? 
Do any think such are too young for 
communion with Jesus ? If so, they are 
surely mistaken. ^^ For of such vt tlie 
kingdoin of heaven," says the voice of 
God. 

My Bella! thou art no more; but the 
results of that year of prayer are still in 
the world, to bless it ; and thou, being 
dead, yet speakest through thy works. 

Dear children, pray more tlus year. 
Morning, evening, and at noon, too, if 
you have opportunity, pray, God de- 
lights to hear you plead the name of his 
Son, our Saviour. It is sin not to ask 
him for the blessings we so much want. 
As time flies from us our opportunities 
for calling on God fly also. Soon, very 
soon, we shall stand in the presence of 
God. How important, then, are the 
moments which we can spend in prayer I 
Let us never waste them, dear friends ; 
they are more truly valuable than the 
diamond or the ruby, for they possess 
the power of drawing us nearer to 
heaven. 

Let us pray for ourselves, that we may 
grow in grace and in the knowledg^e ot 







THE JUYBKILE MIBBIONABT HIBAXD. 



Jesas. Let us pray for the Cliiircli of 
Christ, that she may put on her beau- 
tiful ganuenis and shine forth in glory 
and majesty. Let us pray for the world, 
that all efforts made for its conversion to 
God may prosper, and that soon a time 
may come when it sbaU be filled with the 
knowledge of the Lord. 

Vain are the efforts which you make 
to do good, if you do nob ask God to bless 
them; f jolish will be all your thoughts 
if you do not ask God to direct them; 
and wasted will be your life if you do 
not ask his giiidancawlio is able and will- 



ing to instruct and uphold and save > 
To despise opportanities for commut 
with Jesus is madness ; for if we al 
not in him we must be cast forth a 
branch that is withered. 

Hake, then, all possible exertion 
secure more time for prayer, and, wl 
you pray, say, **Our Father whic'i 
in heaven, thy kingdom come, t 

WILL BE DONE ON EARTH AS IT IS 
HEAVEN." 

"For every one that asketh receive 
and he that seeketh findeth, and lu 
him that knocketh it shall be oi)ened.* 



WHAT BECAME OP THE BOY WHO LOVED 
HIS BIBLE. 

Deab CHiiiDEEX, — ^What became of the boy who loved his Bible ? Befon 
answer this question you ought to know something about him, and especially h 
he was led to love his Bible. You can think you see a very poor little I 
walking up and down the streets of a certain town in the county of Suffolk, wh 
the gentleman also lived who gave me this account. It is many years since t 
circumstances occurred. Look at the boy ; he has a basket of vegetables, or 
chips, on his arm, or on each arm, for sale, and he is earnestly looking about 
purchasers. He is very poorly clad : his jacket is old and torn ; his cap is thr» 
bare, and hangs dangling over his forehead. Poor boy, it is plain he misses i 
watchful care and attention of one who once loved him, and who often smiled 
him before he knew her : he is a motherless boy. There are several little onei 
home besides himself, and Bobert cheerfully labours in his little way, from dav 
day, to lighten the burden of their support that necessarily falls on his poor fau 
His diligence and activity excite your admiration ; his poverty and distress mi 
you to pity : can we wonder at this ? His mind, too, is untutored : thus bus 
employed every day, what time has Bobert for school ? Perhaps he is in a Sabh 
school. No, he has not that privilege. To the rest and spiritual enjoymentc 
the Lord's day, and the pleasures of the Sabbath school, he is a stranger ; nor i 
he sing, as you have often sung, — 
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" I hare been there and still will go— > 
'Tis like a little heaven below ; 
Kot all mj pleasures nor my play 
ShaU tempt me to forget that day." 

What hope was there that Boherfc would e^er become a good, oleyer, and useful 
man P Noue, judging from outward appearances. There is One, however, whose 
kind and watchful eye rests on the humble, the lowly-minded, and the poor, and 
He often lifts him up. You remember that beautiful text, " When my father and 
my mother forsake me, then the Lord take them up "? Often bas it had a happy 
illiutration in the lives of God's servants : the history of Robert, the friendless 
boj, adds one more to the number. 

One Lord*s-day morning, wben Eobert was standing, as usual, in the street, in 
his midress, or rather in the only dress he had, and that was barely an apology for 
a dress, it pleased Gk>d to put it into the heart of a good woman passing to her 
pboe of worship, to invite him to go with her, and she said she would also obtain 
his admission to the Sabbath school. I do not know that Bobert said a word : 
his looks however, spoke touchingly. They seemed to say, ** How can I ? I would, 

but *' Quick to discern his meaning, the good woman, who had known and 

loved his late mother, replied, '^ Come to my house this week, my boy, and I will 
lee about mending your clothes, and then you will go with me." Was not that 
kind ? Is it not just the sort of thing we might often do to help an afflicted or 
poor friend, if we can do no more ? Yes ; and it is well when we are ready to do 
-what we can, and do not hold back because we cannot do some great thing^ as rich 
people can. 

Now see the revrard of the poor woman's labour of love. There she goes, on 
the following Lord's day, to meeting, with little Bobert, all tidily dressed by her 
nde. He is admitted into the Sabbath school, becomes a diligent scholar, soon 
learns to read well, is rewarded with a Bible, loves to commit its sacred contents 
to memory, and, what is better still, beguis to love the Saviour it reveals, and 
through the power of the Holy Spirit is now quite a changed lad. After a time 
be enters the service of a solicitor in the same town, having the charge of his horse, 
and so forth. There Bobert's conduct was exemplary, showing the power of the 
Mligion he had learned from the Bible, which he still loved to study whenever 
freedom from his duties to his master gave him an opportunity. This was the 
oaae on one memorable night. You may suppose it is a cold winter's night. Most 
of the inhabitants of the town are comfortably warm in bed, and asleep. There is a 
light in the solicitor's kitchen : let us peep in and see who is there. It is Bobert, 
the joong servant. In obedience to orders, he is sitting up awaiting the return of 
his mastOT from an evening party or from professional calls. His attention is fixed 
on an open volume, the inspired lines of which he is tracing by the aid of a lamp, 
when, suddenly, a loud ringing or knocking is heard at the door. Bobert quickly 
answers, yet not quickly enough for his master, who becomes angry^hAate^Q&^^^^ 
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kitchen, and throws the lad's precious Bible into the fire. Think of Robe: 
on finding his greatest treasure was consumed ! I do not know that he n 
remark beyond the very proper expression of deep sorrow dictated by th 
ness of wisdom. His conduct continued as before, irreproachable, and 
after he had the high gratification of receiying a new Bible from the han 
master, who was doubtless very sorry for his rash act, and wished also U 
proof of the estimate he had formed of his devout and faitiiful servant. 

Some time after this, the same watchful Providence who had guarc 
guided the boy, appeared to mark out the future path of the young man- 
which few had anticipated. Eobert leaves his master, through some kind 
receives a good education, and with a heart filled with love to Christ and i 
he consecrates himself to the service of his Eedeemer. And where shall 
liim next? After some years, in India, at Chinsurah, on the banks 
Hooghley. Amongst other labours of love, having a peculiarly happy ta 
giving instruction to the young, he superintends a number of schools coi 
some thousands of little Hindoo children. See how he writes of his work, 
will jou say when I tell you that during the months of July, Aagi 
September, the children in the yarious schools have learned and repeat 
thousand lessons P And did you but know what pleasure it gives me to si 
schools for two hours together, to hear their lessons, you would envy th< 
feel." Bobert May — for that is the name of the boy who loved his Bible — 1 
a school for teachers containing a goodly number of young natives. His lal 
the Lord's vineyard were most abundant, and his end was peace. Let tl 
sketch encourage you to love your Sabbath school, to love your Saviour, 
your Bible — that most wonderful of all books, the gift of your Maker 
designed to show you the way back to Him from whom all have strayed, nai 
repentance and faith in the Lord Jesus Christ. The principles and truths 
holy book, unfolded and applied by the Divine Spirit, made Bobert May a g( 
a faithful servant, a devout man, and a laborious missionary. What can tl 
do for you ? Ah, what ! It will tell you what to believe and what to practi 
principles, adopted and carried out^ will adorn, purify, and ennoble your life 
ever and whatever your lot may be. Like our good Bobert May, you will 
live for God and souls. Let your subject this month be, the ITse and JSx 
of the Hol^ Sarvptures, 

I am, 

Your loving friend, 

3 

H«ailifiel4« 



/. 
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COHONG TO CTTKTST. 

as Sabbath eyening, and all the children were gathered together in the 
. Luella had been playing on the piano, and all had been singing the 

** I was a wandering sheep, 
I did not love the fold ; 
I did not love my shepherd's Toice, 
I would not be controlled." 

eldest sister now seated herself on the sofa, and taking her wild little 

Willie by the hand, she said, " Suppose a Httle negro boy who had never 
f Jesus, should come to-night from the wilds of A&ica, and ask to know 
r to heaven, how should you tell him ? '* 

ish I was a missionary," said Mary. " It must be so pleasant to visit such 
38 as Africa and India, and see the rare flowers that are found there, and 
nals— fire-flies so large that they can be used for candles, and tigers that 
^e to frighten away by opening and shutting umbrellas. Td carry umbrellas 

I guess ! And then it must bo splendid to eat bananas and oranges right 
trees ! Then, I should collect ever so many stones, and idols, and shells, 
h things. Mr. Cobb has a cabinet full of them." 

n afraid you have not the true missionary spirit," replied her sister j "but 
all we do with our little negro boy ? " 

lould teach him to say his prayers, * Our Father,* and * Now I lay me.' I 
iave him say them every day," said Susie. 

there are a great many children who say their prayers, and do not love 
[ knew a little girl who was afraid to go to bed without saying them. She 

something would come and carry her off in the night, if she did not say 

Lould make him sit down and learn that hymn, 

* A little Iamb forsook the fold. 

And wandered far away 
To mountaia forests dark and cold, 
Where every danger lay,* 

3 the first verse," said Willie. 

would have to explain it all to him. I do not believe it would do much 
aid Susie. 

I had been sitting very quietly in a comer of the sofa. She now started 
flashing eyes and a glowing cheek, and exclaimed :— *' I think if you were 
3 in earnest the little boy would never come to Christ. I would tell him 
ssus and his great love to us— how he died for sinners upon the cross — 
ivas whipped and spit upon, and punished for our sins ; and I would tell 
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him that Jesus loves little childreo, oh, so much ! and that he wants them to contf 
to him and love him, and it gneres him to see them turn awaj and reject him, 
when lie has done so much for them. And then I should tell him that if he waii 
good boy, and loved Jesus, and was his child, that hy-and-hj he would go to 
heaven, and have a white robe and a starry crown, and be with Jesus always." 

I '* You would make quite a preacher, Emma, but he would not know who Jem 

i was." 

"I frhould say that a ]ong time ago he was in heaven in glory, and that peopb 

I were very wicked and sinned against God every day, and that Q^od loved ui* 
much that he gave his only Son to die for us ; that Jesus came into the world ui 

I became a little babe at Bethlehem, and gretr up and was always pore and hok 

I and at last was crucified for us. I do not see how any one can help loYiog hH 

! said Susie, thoughtfully. 

! Jt seems very sad that when he has done so much for us we should bs » 
unwilling to love him ; but you need not wait for a little negro boy to be impoitri 
from Africa. There are wicked, selfish children all around us. Can joaxibftiA 
them to come to Christ P And can you not give your own hearts to him— ttw 
of you who have not ? '* said Luella. 

*' I do sometimes," said Willie, " but then I get naughty again, and Gtod M 

i a great way oflf." 

j "But God loves you still, and you remember the verse that says, * If we oonfcj 

1 our eins, he is faithful and just to forgive us our sins, and to cleanse us fromiS 
unrighteousness.' If you are sorry you have sinned, and tell Jesus so, he fi 
always forgive you. Can you not all pray a little prayer Uke tiiis : * Lord J<H^ 
I know that thou loveat me, that thou didtt suffer and die for me ; and beetftf 
thou hast done so, I pray thee that thou wilt forgive me all my sins. I want toll 
thine own child— to love thee alone — to please thee in all things. I have «<■' 
dered away from thee, like a lost sheep, and thou hast brought me back. I p^ 
myself to thee. Oh ! take me. Lord Jesus, and make me thy child.'" 

The children looked thoughtfully, and when the evening lamps were li^M 
they showed tears in little eyes that had been bright before. 



THE GBEAT CONQUEBOB. 

I SAW a mother, not long since, whose son had enlisted in the armf. I 
expected to find her sad and disconsolate, for the young soldier was an only «* 
and was very much beloved at home. But, to my surprise^ she was cheerful 
happy. 

** Merwin has gone," said she, '* and I may never see him again ; but I 
make myself unliappy about it. I have given him to God, and wherever tk 
Lord's service takes him he must go. I know he will distinguish himself whenfi 
he is, for he has already proved himself a great conqueror** 
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)ung as he is ?*• I exclaimed j " how ? " 

las conquered himself,** replied the mother, "and you know what the 

8 about that'." 

res, indeed," said I ; " but I thought your Merwin was one of those who 

sry easy to be good. There is a great difference in childreo. Some are 

le and gentle, that when they become Christians you see but little change 

mtward conduct, and some — " 

my son was not one of those," said she, interrupting me. ** He was bom 

ot, fiery temper. It used to frighten me almost when he was nothing 

)y, and I hardly dared to think what would become of him when he grew 

prayed a great deal about it, and talked and laboured to help him to 
I nis naughty, passionate spirit. And he began very early to try and 
imself. I recoUect, when he was no more than four years old, he had 
J much provoked about something, and I could see the fire kindling in his 
the colour rising to his cheek. But he kept very still until his anger had 

and then he came running to me, threw his arms around my neck, and 
into tears, he cried, * Kiss me, mamma, kiss me — Tve overcome* " 
i's beautiful ! " I exclaimed. 

y a time," the mother continued, " have I seen him struggle with his 
igry feelings, until by degrees it grew easier for him to control his temper ; 

I can truly say I believe, by the grace of God, he has conquered himself. 
ong the qualifications for good soldiership that is one of the very best I 

jght so too, as I repeated to myself the words of the Bible to which 
B.'s mother had alluded. You will find them, little reader, in Prov. 
'' He that is slow to anger is better than the mighty ; and he that ruleth 
b than he that taketh a city." 

; felt as if I wanted all the little boys to become conquerors in the same 
N'o matter if you are not called to be soldiers, to march at the call of your 
to the battle-field and fight. You may be called of God to conquer 
elsewhere. You may be called to govern and direct others. Whatever 
your duty in life, the best preparation you can make is to learn to govern 



DB. MOBBISON AND THE BIBLE. 

16 anniversary of the British and Foreign Bible Society, in 1824, Dr. 
a presented to Lord Tei^nmouth, the president, a Chinese version of the 
•es, executed jointly by himself and the late Dr. MUne. The undertaking 
jstly considered to be an extraordinary monument of Christian piety and 
unce." At a dinner at Mr. Butterworth's that same day the conversation 
m this interesting subject, when Mr. Butterworth gave thft Mkr<Rvi^si,\sv.- 
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formation respecting this astonishing production. " It is now many years ago, 
he observed, " that in visiting the library of the British Museum, I frequently sa^ 
a young man, who appeared to be deeply occupied in his studies. The book h 
was reading was in a language and character totally imknown to me. M; 
curiosity was awakened, and apologising to him for the liberty I was taking 
I ventured to ask what was the language that engaged so much of lu 
attention ? 

** * The Chinese,' he modestly replied. 

" * Do you undei-stand the language f ' I said. 

" * I am trying to understand it,' ho added ; * but it is attended with amgultf 
difficulty.' 

" * What may be your object,' " continued Mr. Butterworth, "'in studying* 
language so proverbially difficult, and considered to be even unattainable hj 
European talent and industry ? ' 

" * I can scarcely define my motives,' he remarked ; ' all that I know is that my 
mind is powerfully wrought upon by some strong and indescribable impulse ; aal 
if the language be capable of being surmounted by human zeal and i>er8everaBO0^ 
I mean to make the experiment. What may be the final result, tune only cw 
develope. I have as yet no determinate object in contemplation, beyond the aoqni- 
sition of the language itself.' " 

** Little did I think," said Mr. Butterworth, in closing this interesting narrafiw» 
" that I then beheld the germ, as it were, of that great undertaking, the com- 
pletion of which we have witnessed this day ; that such small beginnings wonli 
lead to such mighty results ; and that I saw before me the honoured instrmnoit 
raised up by the providence of God for enlightening so large a portion rf tt* 
human race, and bringing them under the dominion of the great truths of ft». 
Gfospel." 

Dr. Morrison lived to compile a complete Grammar and also a Dictionary of ft* 
Chinese language, and thus conferred an immense benefit on all called to jniniflttf 
in those distant lands, besides rendering great service to the men of commBWi 
proceeding to China from our own country. 



ONE TRACT SAVUTG ITFTEEN HUNDRED S0UL8. 

A TOUKO mountaineer.chief in Burmah, when two hundred and fifty miles froa 
his own home; was taught to read by a missionary's wile. Hhe little tract i^ 
used in teaching him caused the scales of heathenism to Ml from his «ym,o^ 
showed him the way to Jesus. He went back to his mountain home a convartc^ 
man. A little tract saved him! When he reached home he told the stcnyoi 
Jesus, which he had learned from the tracf, to his people. Qrowds flocked t# 
hear him speak. The Holy G-host was with bim, and m one year fifteen hundred 
tonls were hopelally tayedrHM^ed as the result of the influence of ova Uttle tnct 
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"I ONLY CRIED WITH HEB,'^ 

POOB widow, the mother of two children, used to call on them 
le close of each day for the report of the good they had done, 
night the oldest hesitated in her reply to her mother's question, 
hat kindness have you shown ? " "I don't know, mother." The 
ler, touched with the tone of her answer, resolved to unravel the 
iery ; and the little sensitive thing, when re-assured, went on to 
— " Going to school this morning, I found little Annie G- , 

had been absent some days, crying very hard. I asked her, 
ler, what made her cry so, which made her cry more, so that 
•uld not help leaning my head on her neck and crying too. 
1 her sobs grew less and less, till she told me of her little baby- 
[ler, whom she nursed so long, and loved so much — how he had 
med, grown pale and thin, writhing with pain until he died, 
then they put him from her for ever. Mother, she told me 
; and then she hid her face in her book, and cried as if her 
b would break. Mother, I could not help putting my face on 
other page of the book, and crying too, as hard as she did. 
r we had cried together a long time, she hugged me and kissed 
telling me I had done her good. Mother, I don't know haw 
d her good, for I only cried with her. That is all I can tell, 
'. can't tell how I did her good." 

oung reader, do you not see that if you cannot help the suffering, 
ast you can " cry with them " P 
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LITTLE LIQHTS. 

Jesus bids us sbine 

With a pure, clear light, 
Like a little candle 
Burning in the night. 
In the world is darkness, 

So we must shine — 
You in your small comer, 
And I in mine. 

Jesus bids us shine, 

Pirst of all, for him : 
Well he sees and knows it 
If our light is dim ! 

He looks down from heaven 

To see us shine ; 
Tou in your small comer, 
And I in mine. ... 

Jesus bids us shine 

Then for all around ; 
Por many kinds of darkness 
In the world are found : 

There's sin, tliere^s want, and sorrow- 
So we mu&t ehine ! 
Tou in your small comer. 
And I in mine. 



One 
Half-penny. 




r. HJSATON AND SON, 21, WAK^JTICIBL UCOT., ^ 



THE LITTI.E MISSIONABY. 

"What can I give to Jesus 
Who gave himielf for me ? 

Huw can I show my love to hini 
Who died on Calvary ? 

I'll give my heart to Jeius 
In childhood's tender spring : 

I know that he will not despise 
So mean an offering. 

m give my sonl to Jesus, 

And calmly, gladly rest 
Its youthful hopes and fond desirei 

Upon his loving breast. 

1*11 give toy mind to Jesus, 
And seek, in thoughtful hours, 

His Spirit's grace to consecrate 
Its early opening powers. 

I'll give my strength to Jesas, 
Of foot, and head, and will ; 

Eun where he sends, and ever strive 
His pleasure to fulfil. 

Ill give my time to Jesus : 
Oh that each hour might be 

Filled up with holy work for liim 
Who spent his life for me ! 

F g^ve my wealth to Jesus : 

'Tis little I possess; 
But all I am, and all I have, 

Dear Lonl, accept and bless. 

And if, O dearest Jesus, 

Long life to me is given, 
Thy missionary let me be. 
To win some precious souls for thee. 
And with them, through eternity, 

To praise thy love in heaven. 
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THE OUTCAST FOB CHBIST. 

How many good people have been cast out for the sake of Christ 
The picture on the opposite page represents one of tfaem^ He wa 
a weaver in Monghir, in India. He was converted through the blessin 
of God on the teaching of the mi.-'sionary. In consequence of thii 
he was deserted by his wife and family. A few days afterwards h 
had his house set on fire, and was awoke from his sleep in th 
middle of the night by the burning embers falling upon him, H 
instantly started up, and seizing upon his loom, providentially mad 
his escape out of the liousp, which, together with all his clothes an 
his bed, was burned to ashes. He was denied shelter in the village 
and was compelled to remain outside, under a tree, for seven 
months. Here he worked his loom, and supported himself in tb 
best way he could. While living in this exposed situation hi 
wife returned to him, and declared her determination to be . 
Christian too. He was soon after joined by his brother and h 
wife and children, who also had made up their minds to follow tb 
Lord Jesus. With no better protection than a tree afforded, the; 
all lived together for a considerable time. The village people refuflei 
to allow them to live in the village, and the zemindars refused t 
give them another spot of ground on which to build a house outsid 
the village. Thus they became literally outcasts for Christ's sake 
But the Lord, in whom they trusted, appeared for them, comfoite 
them in their difficulties, and supplied their wants. "We wer 
living there," said one of them to the missionary, " very happily'* 

At length, through the kind influence of a gentleman who occt 
pied an indigo factory in the neighbourhood, a small bit of groun 
outside their village was obtained, and houses were erected for then 
where they afterwards lived undisturbed by their heathen neigi 
hours, and maintained themselves by weaving. 

So much, for a long time, had these poor people to suffer for tl 
sake of their religion. They were literally ** Outcasts for Christ! 
But we remember who it was that said, " Whoso giveth up . . 
houses or lands for my sake and the Gospel's, shall receive aboi 
dantly even in this life, and in the world to come life everlasting." 
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CAIiP-HOUBS WITH HBNBY MABTYN-* 



xt skefccli I see anintelligent- 
bive, seated beside a table 
jred with books and papers, 
id in earnest talk with a 
ng European student, who, 
id, appears to be employed 
I manuscript. An open Bible 
side of the student, and his 
rests fondly on its beloved 
page. Turning again to the 
read as follows. "Such a 
our I believe I never passed, 
and corrected the manuscript 

Y Hindoostanee Testament so 
my eyes ache. The heat is 
ten at ninety-eight degrees; 

insupportable.** This pre- 

Y Martyn as a Translator of 
ires — a work in which, we 
lie rejoices even yet. 

:t a crowd of persons of low 
bled before a house of modest 
d, within sight of all, one of 
30, holding a Hindoostanee 
the Book of Genesis. I can 
eve that I hear the sermon 
ching. "In the beginning, 
I was nothing, no heaven, no 
)nly God, he created all these, 
[p, for his own pleasure. But 
1? One so great, so good, so 
ghty, that none can know him 
t to know ; but yet we must 
he knows us. When we rise 
iown, or go out, he is always 



with us. He created heavdn and earth ; 
therefore everything in heavein — sun, 
moon, and stars. Therefore, how should 
the sun be God ; or the moon be God ? 
He created everything on earth, there- 
fore Ganges also ; therefore, how should 
Ganges be God ? 2feither are they like 
God. If a shoemaker make a pair of 
shoes, are the shoes like him ? If a man 
make an image, the image is not like 
man, his maker;" and so on. This 
stands in my list as — 

Henry Martyn a Preacher of the Gos- 
pel to the Poor, 

Next comes a scene of a far different 
character. In the midst of an admiring 
circle of intellectual and affectionate 
fellow-Christians, and surrounded also 
by those tokens of refined taste and high 
pursuits which, perhaps, only those who 
have been strangers in a strange land can 
fully yalue, the worn, but still aident 
missionary rests for a season from his 
great work. It is easy to see that he 
has done what the world calls "too 
much" for Christ ; and in many an eye 
now fixed upon him we read a foreboding 
that he will never resume his work in 
the land of his adoption. A letter, 
written at this time by a friend, explains 
the picture. It says, "He is on his 
way to Arabia, where he is going in 
pursuit of health and knowledge. You 
know his genius, and what gigantic 
strides it takes in eyerythin^« "Sa \s5sa 



* Continued firom page 14a of \&&t TroVoaae. 
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some great plan in his mind, of which 
I am not competent to judge; but as 
far as I do understand it, the object is 
far too grand for one short life, and 
much beyond his feeble and exhausted 
frame. Feeble it is indeed ! how fallen 
and changed ! His complaint lies in the 
lungs, and appears to be an incipient con- 
sumption. But let us hope that the sea 
air may revive him, and continue his life 
many years. In all other respects he is 
exactly as he was : he shines in all the 
dignity of love, and seems to carry about 
him such a heavenly majesty as impresses 
the mind beyond description. But if he 
talks much, though in a low voice, he 
sinks, and you are reminded of his being 
'dust and ashes/'' 

"I now pass" — we quote Mr. Martyn's 
Journal, January Isb, 1811 — "from India 
to Arabia, not knowing the things that 
shall befal me there, but assured that 
an ever-faithful God and Saviour will 
be with me in all places whithersoever 
I go. . . . My times are in his hand, 
and he will cut them as short as sIkiU be 
most for my good ; and with this assur- 
ance, I feel that nothing need interrupt 
my work or my peace." I call this — 

Besignation. 



In the twilight of an eastern morning, 



and beside a group of date trees, I see a 
cafila *' consisting chiefly of mules, with 
a few horses." All are in Persian cos- 
tume, with long beards and high pointed 
hats. One member of the party — he in 
the "large blue trousers, red boots, 
chintz tunic and coat" — crests on the 



ground apparently exhausted, 
attendants arrange branches of 
as to form a shelter from the he 
advancing day. - A peasant wl 
by has been preparing to wi 
**tattie" so as to keep the ait 
it as cool as possible — if we 
anything "cool" in this bumi 
There is a look of satisfactioi 
face of the exhausted travell 
watches these preparations — a lo 
speaks of a mind ever prompt 
the bright spots in a day's exf 
and return thanks for them to \ 
j of all good. Nor does that loo" 
j us ; for we read in the Journal, 
I tattie made of the branches of 
I tree, and a Persian peasant to 
by this means the thermometei 
rise higher than 114 degrees. } 
completely secured me from the 
a large wet towel, which I 
round my head and body, mu 
the lower part in clothes. He 
I but be gi*ateful to a graciou 
dence for giving me so simple i 
against what, I am persuadec 
have destroyed my life that da 
Under this I write — 1 Cor. xi, 
" In joumeyings often." 

In a garden, and by the side o 
stream, I see a tent of considers 
Around are luxuriant vines, fro; 
hang tempting clusters of fruit 
a short distance from the doo] 
tent is an orange tree, which a£ 
freshing shade to a student w 
beneath. All is so calm and 
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ihat we are reminded of the day on 
wMeh, haviDg created a wondrous para- 
dise, the Lord God rested from his 
labours, '* blessed the seventh day, and 
hallowed if But the sight of a Bible 
which rests on the knee of the solitary, 
convinces ns that we have here no un- 
faUen man, but a sinner who needs 
salvation by grace. The volame is open 
at Isaiah — perhaps at the fifty-third 
chapter, where we read how Christ 
''was woimded for our transgressions 
and bruised for our iniquities : the chas- 
tisement of our peace was upon him ; and 
with his stripes we are healed/' 

*' Healed" — that is just the word for 
the calm student imder the orange tree. 
He has ftmnd peace. 

" Living amidst clusters of grapes, by 
the side of a clear stream," as he de- 
scribes it, and frequently sitting under 
the shade of an oi-ange tree, which 
JaffierAliElhan delighted to point out to 
visitors, he passed many a tranquil hour, 
and enjoyed many a Sabbath of holy 
rest and divine refreshment. Of one of 
these Sabbaths he thus writes : " July 14. 
—The first Sabbath morning I have had 
to myself this long time, and I spent it 
with comfort and profit. Bead Isaiah 
chiefly; and hymns which, as usual, 
bron^t to my remembrance the chil- 
dren of God in aU parts of the earth.'' 
And under this picture is written — 

A Foretaste of Heaven. 

Once again— for the last time— we gaze 
on that calm face. Henry Marfcyn is 
dying. Amongst strangers,, in a strange 



land, he resigns his soul into the hands 
of the God who gave it. Happy those 
servants whom the Lord, when he cometh, 
shall find watching! As the eyes that 
once beamed with affection, enthusiasm, 
aspiration, close upon earthly scenes ; as 
the lips that were wont to plead so 
earnestly for Christ, lose power to 
breathe the name that is still beloved; 
and as the hands that have so long been 
clasped in prayer become stiff and cold 
in death, we can almost hear the voice of 
Jesus sayiDg, ''Well done, good and 
faithful servant : thou hast been faithful 
over a few things, I will make thee ruler 
over many things : enter thou into the 
joy of thy Lord." 

"At Tocat, on the 16th of October, 
1812, either falling a sacrifice to the 
plague which then raged there, or sink- 
ing under that disorder which, when he 
penned his last words, had so greatly re- 
duced him, he surrendered his soul into 
the hands of his Redeemer." 

The "last words" to which reference 
is here made are these : "No horses 
being to be had, I had an unexpected 
repose. I sat in the orchard, and thought 
with sweet comfort and peace of my 
God ; in solitude my company, my friend, 
my comforter. Oh ! when shall time 
give place to eternity? When shall ap- 
pear 'that new heaven and new ear^ 
wherein dwelleth righteousness ' ? There 
there shall in no wise enter in anything 
that defileth: none of that wickedness 
which has made men worse than wild 
beasts ; none of those corruptions which . 
add stiU more to the isasfisnMi^ ^\. -ss^«st- \ 
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tality, shall be seen or heard of anj 
more. 

was thus Henry Martyn died, with 
a desire to depart and be with Christ 
glowing within his soul, and with bright 
vision of heaven continually present to I eous, and let my last end be like hia 
mind. ' 



' So fades a sommer dond away; 
So sinks the gale when Btorma are o'< 
So gently shats the eye of day ; 
So dies a ware along tke shore." 

'* Let me die the death of the r 



MISSIONABY NEWS. 

rom kmd friend, who during the past year wrote you so mi 
letters from Heathfield, had a good deal to say about the Wal 
Castle, and those who went out in her. One of these est-eei 
brethren waa the Eev. George Rouse. Lately we have heard p 
tidings respecting his health, and it was almost feared he wc 
have to return. This would have been a very sad disappointnu 
He has removed from Sewry to Calcutta, and he is very much bet 
and hopes to go on with his work, helping IMr. Wenger to trans 
the Scriptures. 

Mr. Wenger, Mr. and Mrs. Kalberer, Mr. Edwards, Mr. Etl 
iugton, Mr. Anderson, and Mrs. Lewis, with Mr. and Mrs. Sup] 
have all safely arrived in India, and by this time are at their sevi 
stations. They had a pleasant voyage, though somewhat long, ow 
to calms and contrary winds. They had service on board reguli 
on Lord's days, and daily worship in the cabin. The officers 
sailors who were not on duty were glad to attend these services 
the Sabbath. How thankful we should be that so large a num 
of missionaries have been safely carried, by the good hand of G 
to their destination so far away ! 

Mr. Smith has been obliged to leave Cameroons through ill hea 
Mr. Saker almost feared that he would not have survived 
voyage. Contrary to all such fears, he is much benefited by 
voyage, and you would hardly think, if you saw him, that he 
ever been to Africa at all. He is longing to go back, and 
return as soon as it is proper for him to do so. 
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I dare saj jou have all heard of our station at Jaemel, in the Haytien 
Dart of the island of St. Domingo. Here Mr. Webley has laboured 
for many years, amidst many trials and severe affliction. Lately 
Mrs. "Webley has been very ill, and Mr. Webley has been mucb 
hindered in his work. To this station the Committee some time 
ago sent Mr. and Mrs. Buohon, and Mr. and Mrs. Baumann, but 
the former were soon obliged to return through very severe 
sickness. Many years ago Miss Harris successfully conducted a 
large school, whicn was given up when, through ill health, she 
had to resign the station. A teacher called Diana was associated 
with her. Some time ago she was married, and appointed to the 
Oovemment school in Jacmel. Now, the people in Hayti are 
Boman Catholics, and very many efforts have been made to 
lemoye her. The President, Mr. (xeffrard, lately visited the town, 
and Mrs. Bamsay resigned her office ; but the President would not 
aeeept it. He said he had placed her in the school, and kept her 
Hkere, in order that the Gospel might be spread among her jupils; 
that he believed the Gospel to be the only means of civilizmg his 
poor country ; and he wished her to maintain her own convictions as 
A Protestant. Is not this good news ? Dear children, this respects 
children like yourselves. Think of this, and pray to God to prosper 
these dear friends in their work. 

F. T. 

Mission House, Moorgate Street. 



JOHNNY AND HIS AYAH. 

** ASK, AND IT SHALL BE OITEN YOTJ." 

Cajx any of my little readers tell me where these words are to be found, and 
rho spoke them ? 

Yes, they are in the Bible, and were spoken by the Saviour, and he meant to 
weh ns that G-od is a hearer and answerer of prayer. 

I>oes God only hear grown-up people ? Does he not also hear little children? 

Yes, he does ; and the story I am going to tell you is one of many instanoes 
tiAt Qod hears and answers the prayers of even Uttle children* 



\ 
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Ihme lived a lady in Madras. Can my little friends tell me where Hadxai 

Yes, it is in India, where many English people live amongst a mnltitu 
heathen and Mohammedans. This lady had several children, and she br 
them np to know and love 0od. One day a poor native woman came tc 
begging. She looked very poor, was very dirty, and in rags. The lady sud t 
*• This is a very idle way of getting your U?ing : if I give you something fa 
you will again be hungry and in want to-morrow : why don't you work for 
bread?" 

The poor woman said, " I don't know what to do." 

The lady asked her who she was, and whether she had any children. 

She said, <' I am the widow of a Sepoy (or black soldier), and I ha^ 
children." 

"Well, then," said the lady, ** suppose you come into my house and hei 
ayah [or black nurse] to take care of my children." 

The woman said she would be glad to do so. So Hoossainee — for this wi 
woman's name — came the following day, and having cleaned herself, and p 
decent clothes, she entered upon her duties. 

Hoossainee was a Mohammedan, and believed that Mohammed was the nr 
sent by Gh)d. She did not know the true God and our Saviour ; but aftc 
entered the lady's service she heard the Bible read by the Scripture-reader 
used to visit the house regularly to read the Bible to the servants in thai] 
language. 

Hoossainee was very grateful to the lady, and proved diligent and fai 
After the had been some time in the lady's service, the lady rewarded her (i 
good conduct by giving her the entire charge of one of her little boys. Tl 
forth she was little Johnny's ayah, or nurse. Hoossainee was very ku 
Johnny, and the little boy became very fond of her. 

One day, when he was reading to his mamma, and she was speaking t 
about the love of Christ to sinners, and what a precious Saviour he is to thos 
trust in him, Johnny said, " Oh, mamma, I wish Hoossainee was a Christian 
you think, mamma, if I asked G-od, he would make Hoossainee a Christian ? 

His mamma replied, " God is a hearer and answerer of prayer, my dear, i 
doubt not, if you pray to him, he will hear and answer you." 

Immediately Johnny went on his knees, and said, ** O God, make mj 
Hoossainee a Christian, for Jesus' sake." Then he added, " Mamma, I inte 
jpray this every day." 

JTohnny continued to pray for his nurse. 

After some time Hoossainee came to her mistress one day, and said, <* I 
ma'am, may I speak with you ? " The lady listened, and she continued, " 1 
•very much, ma'am, to be a Christian." 

The lady replied, " I am delighted to hear it, Hoossainee ; but it will be : 
flaty that you should be perfectly instructed, and that some missionary who 1 
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lonr langaage shoiild see that you understand what it is to he a Christian, and 
what is required of a Christian, hefore you can he haptized. I will send you to a 
food missionary." 

. Hie lady then sent for her little hoy, and said, '' I have something to tell you, 
Johnny, that will make you very glad.'* 

•• Ohy mamma, what is it ? Do tell me, do tell me." 

* What have you heen asking God for, my dear ? " 

** That Hoossaiaee may he a Christian." 

** Well, my dear, I hope 0od has heard and answered your prayer." 

My little readers may imagine what joy Johnny felt when he heard the good 
news. 

His mother said to him, ** If you had asked papa for anything, and he gaye it to 
yav, what would you do ?" 

^ " I would say, * Thank you.' Oh, mamma, I understand what you mean, 
flinee God has given me what I asked for, I should thank him." 
• So Johnny knelt, and returned thanks to his Heavenly Father for having heard 
and answered his prayer for his dear nurse. 

The missionary was satisfied that Hoossainee was sincere and in earnest ; he 
lierefore haptized her, and gave her the name of Mary. 

Kow, my little friends, you must rememher that this lady had several heathen 
lervants, yet it pleased God that Hoossainee should he the one to whom he gave 
a new heart and a new spirit in answer to the prayers of a little child. 

Should not this encourage you to pray for your own souls and for the souls of 
ethers, and to continue in prayer? for if we are in earnest, we do not only a^ 
once or twice, hut we continue to ask till we get what we want. God loves this 
penerering faith, and will always reward it. — ChildrerCs Friend, 



LITTLE THINGS AND LITTLE WOBDS. 

Suppose a little hoy to he walking out in the fields on some fair day in autnmn. 
Ai he bounds along, he sees something on the ground which looks round and 
■mooth, like a little egg. He picks it up. It is an acorn. He carries it a little 
wliile, and then throws it away. He thinks it a small a£fiiu*, and useless. He 
Ibrsets all ahout it, and for some time the poor little acorn lies neglected. By- 
ana-by, an ox comes along, and without knowing it, steps on the acorn as it passes 
Of ear it, and presses it firmly into the ground. It lies and sleeps there in the road 
during the cold winter. In the spring it swells. The little sprout peeps out, a 
xoot grows down, and two little leaves open on the top of the ground. It lives and 
grows. During a hundred years it grows, while men and woTSMsa^«cA'Vwy3^«o^ 
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girif, are bora, and lire^ and die, and while many a stonn beats upon it. Ii 
beoomes a giant oak-tree. 

It is out down, and made into a mighty ship ; and, laden with goods, t 
round the world, and does her errand at many hundreds of places. She fc 
flag of her nation on her mast, and her nation is honoured for her sake. 

What great things to come from a tiny little acorn i 

Who would have thought that such a little thing could contain the mi| 
in it? 

Besides all this, that one tree bears, every year of its life, acorns enough 
ten thousand more oak trees. Thus a whole forest may be shut up in t 
heart of a single acorn. 

What great things may spring from apparent trifles ! 

On a dark night there was once a ship coming into one of our harboui 
had been to India on a long voyage, and had been gone for several years, 
a very costly cargo on board. The captain and all the crew were hop 
expecting to see their friends and homes soon, and were all in the highes 
As they came bounding over the foaming waters, and drew near to the 1 
captain told a man to keep a good look>out for the lighthouse which stoc 
entrance of the harbour. Soon the man cried out, '' Light ahead !*' Tfa 
all rejoiced, for they thought they were near home. 

But, poor men ! how were they mistaken ! 

While they had been gone, this lighthouse had been removed to anoth 
away from where it was when they sailed. 

But the captain was not aware of that. So they kept sailing in the old 
they supposed, the right path. 

In a short time the man at the look-out cried out, *^ Breakers ahead ! 
means. Bocks just before us — " and the ship is on them ! " 

In a moment the captain cast his eye out on the dark waters, and saw t 
foam on the rocks. In a loud voice he called out, " Starboard the helm !' 
see how much may hang on one little word. The man at the helm mis 
captain, and thought he said " Larboard the helm.'' So he turned it tl 
way. It was done in a moment, in the twinkling of an eye ; but it was d 
could not be undone ; the ship ran headlong on the very rocks they had i 
avoid ; and if the man at the helm had understood properly what the capt 
they would have got past them safely ; but, instead of that, the noble s 
had stood the storms of years, was, in sight of home, dashed into a t 
pieces. The cargo was lost, and every soul on board, with one or two ex( 
was drowned ! 

All this hung upon one little word. One single mistake, small as it m 
be, brought about all this ruin and death. One moment of time turned t 
and property and lives all went down into the deep. There the huma 
sleep till the great mormng of the resurrection day. 
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r obildren, do not these t^o illustrationB show you of how much importance 
) take great care in doing even Little Things, and saying Little Words ? 



3 HEATHEI)^ SHALL FEAB THE KANLE OF THE 
LOKD. 

has been a significant and hopeful sign to the missionaries in Mohammedan 
ries, that a general impression is so prevalent among the followers of the 
Prophet, that the days of Islamism are numbered. In many heathen lands, 
he strong bands of superstition are loosening, and the conviction is widely 
ding that the gods in whom they have trusted are powerless to protect and 
ihem, and that they are to be overcome and superseded by the God of the 
tians. 

V. Mr. Knowlton, American Baptist missionary at Ninroo, China, in speak- 
f the greater willingness to listen to the preaching of the Gospel than has ever 
manifested by the people, which he attributes to their gratitude to the 
jners for protecting them from the rebels, says, " There is a general impres- 
hroughout this region, which is deepenmg everyday, that the Q-od of Christians 
3ve all other gods, a God of gods, Lord over all. I have heard of whole vil- 
of people who, when they were daily in fear of an attack from the rebels, 
$d only to ' heaven,' their gods in their temples being passed by as useless, 
itudes of others prayed to Jesus under like circumstances.'' 
(V, Mr. Shrewsbury, of the London Missionary Society, In a recent tour in 
I, was struck with the general anticipation of a coming change. He says, 
e exprfession * We shall all be Christians soon,' was heard in many places, and 
) seems to be an expectation, perhaps a hope, of an entire revolution in the 
ion of the country. Such is the feeling; and we have heard many say, 
tat is the use of embracing Christianity now, when it will certainly bring so 
ii trouble ? Let us wait : by-and-by all will be Christians, and then it will be 
r.' At one place a Brahmin, after stoutly contending for some time against 
stianity, said suddenly, * The worship of our gods is at an end : everybody 
now embrace this new religion.' " — American Messenger, 



THE MISSIONABY AND THE HINDOO. 

HissiOKABY had been preaching the Gospel one day in India. When his v 
ton was concluded, a Hindoo said to him, **Sir, why do ^o\]l \;^<b «jc^ tss^^^N 
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trouble about other people ? why not leave tbem to take care of them 
The mmiBter replied, ** Suppose they are unable to take care of themselv 
they are periahiug for lack of knowledge ; that thej know not the way to 
how to escape from the wrath to come : in such cireumstances ought not i 
care for his neighbour ? " " "No" said the Hindoo ; " he should leave h 
hour to God, and only take care of himself." This is the selfish spirit 
themsm ; but how di£&rent the spirit of the Gospel ! 



MXJBDEBS IN IITDIA. 



9 A nuMAN being has recently been sacrificed to the cruel goddess Kale 
short distance from the capital of British India. The victim was a lad 
twenty years, and the man who killed and sacrificed him has just been i 
by a native jury, on the ground that such sacrifices are sanctioned in the 
Shasters. Whether the Government wiU demand a new trial, and \ 
European jury, we wait to see. 

Another sacrifice has just been attempted in a town a little to the nort 
the following cireumstances : — 

A Brahmin had been so unfortunate as to fail of securing a suitable bus 
his daughter tDl she had passed the fatal age of eleven years. Eegarding '. 
roles inexorable, and resolved on the sacrifice of his child, he built a 1 
dose by the river, and placed his daughter in it to be swept away by t] 
flood. He made no secret of his purpose, and his Hindoo neighbours re^ 
as lughly meritorious, crowds of them visiting the girl in the hut, as a p 
meritorious act, just before her expected sacrifice. In this instance Go? 
learned the cruel purpose of the father in time to rescue the child from dei 
the attempt is a true illustration of Hindooism as it is. — American Freiby 



WALKING ON THE WATER. 

A IITTLB boy, three years of age, belonging to an infant school, was 
walking out with his mother. They had to cross a stream of water, ov< 
was a wooden bridge. Little Charlie kept peeping through the holes in th( 
at the water beneath. 

His mother said to him, *'I8 it not strange, Charlie, that we can walk ( 
water, and not be drowned ?" 

*' Yes, mother,** said the little fellow ; '* but Jeans walked cm the water 
not drowned." 

When asked how Jesus was able to do so, he answered, *' Because Jesus 
Son of God, and could do everything." 
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A LITTLE GBAIN OP SAND. 

A MAK bought a watch which, for a while, kept very good time. 
But soon it began to beat slower and slower, till at length it 
stopped. 

He brought the watch to the maker from whom he had bought 
ily to see if he could find out why it had stopped. 

The watchmaker took up his glass. "With it he spied a little 
grain of sand among the wheels of the watch. 
R Then said he to the man, " I can easily mend your watch ; for I 
P tee plainly the cause of its stopping." 

:r He then took the little grain of sand out of the watch. It then 
l^ began to go, and keep as good time as ever. 

When the man saw that the grain of sand was not as large as the 
^ point of a small piu, he said, " I should not have thought so small a 
^'"t tiling as that could do so much harm." 

" True," said the watchmaker, " it is a very little grain of sand, 
Ltnd that is the very reason why it was the cause of so much mis- 



**If it had not been so very small, it would never have got 
l>etween the wheels of your watch." 

It ia just the same with little vices— little lies, little thefts, little 
Tanities. 



\ 
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GOOD WOBDS. 

Little cMdren, do you pray — 
Call on God from day to day ? 
Do you pray that God may keep 
And protect you when you sleep ? 
Do you in the moraing pray 
God to bless you through the day ? 
Little children time should spare 
Every day for humble prayer. 

Little children, do you praise, 
And your little voices raise 
"Unto Him in whom you live, 
And who must each blessing give ? 
Do you praise him for your food ? 
Eor your clothes, and all that's good ? 
For his sweet redeeming grace ? 
Por his love to all our race ? 

Little children, have you read 
How the blessed Saviour bled, 
That he might your souls restore 
TJnto jojs for evermore ? 
How he did ascend on high ? 
How he lives above the sky ? 
How he waits your souls to bless 
With the riches of his grace ? . 

Little children, you must die : 
To your only Eefuge fly. 
If you wish to die in peace. 
Oh, then, seek the Saviour's grace : 
This will teach you how to die ; 
Tina will raise to heaven on high ; 
This will make you ever live ; 
This will crowns immortal give. 



Ono 
Half-peimy* 




J. HEATON AND SON, 21, WAKWICK. laASBi.^KTEK^QJ^^'^^^"' 



THE LITTLE PBEACHSB8. 

Thebb was a family in Williamsburg, New York, consisting of a i 
motlier, and two children, the eldest a daughter, the younger a son. 

The father of these children never was in the habit of going to the hou 
The mother went regularly, taking her little children with her. The £atl 
remained at home, or went to waU[ and chat with his friends in the atn 
where. The persuasions of his wife were used in vain, to induce him to 
church or the prayer-meeting. 

One day his little daughter said to him, " Father, why do you not g< 
ing, the same as mother does ? " 

*' Oh, go away,'* said the father, *< and don't bother me about going t< 
I don't want to go** 

On another occasion the little boy said to him, " Father, why don't ; 
meeting with mother, and sister, and me ? " 

** Oh, go away, and do not tease me about going to meeting,** said the 

Then his children got hold of him, one by one hand, and the other by 
hand, and said, ** Father, do oome with us to the prayer-meeting." 

" Oh, go away,*' said the father, " I do not want to go to the prayer- 

This he evidently said with an effort. 

They left him very reluctantly, as he must have seen, and went off by t 
to the prayer-meeting. 

What did that father do ? He could not rest. He could not forget 
children had said to him, and how they had urged him to go with th 
prayer- meeting. He was troubled in his mind. His conscience smote 
repeated rebukes for thus turning against the requests of his children. S 
up his hat, passed out iLto the street, and made his way to the prayer-iAe 
was to a young man's prayer-meeting, which he knew. was held in a cer 
into which he made haste to enter. 

The Spirit of God so wrought upon him, that he Foon rose up in gre 
of mind, and asked Christians present to pray for him. They did pra 
After the meeting closed, some of the young men went with the now tl 
awakened man into an upper room, and there they continued in praye 
sweet eubmission to the claims of the Gospel, and by repentance for sm 
in the Lord Jesus, he laid hold on the hope set before him. 

He went home to his house with the sense of forgiveness, and rejoicing 
found the Saviour, a changed man. 

How mysterious are the ways of God's redeeming providence ! Tliat 
whose kind words overcame the hardness of his father s heart, spoken wit 
simplicity and anxiety, now sleeps in the cold grave. He died at the ten 
six years. But, young as he was, he accomplished a most important i 
his brief earthly existence— that of being instromental in bringing bis &ti 
feet of Jesus. 




little Man*. 



\ 
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MISSIONARY NEWS. 

The picture which you will see this month represeuts an 
ing and affecting incident in the life of Dr. and Mrs. 
missionaries to Burmah : their imprisonment at Oung 
"What will strike you most is the sight of a little bahy ther 
felons and chains! No doubt you will be most anxious to 
about it. I will try and tell you as I best can. 

The baby is " little Maria," as her parents fondly called 
not more than five or six weeks old, too young to know whe 
or to be able to remember it when she grows up. Her fat] 
on with a sad but loving countenance. You see that he 
heavy chain; that his clothes are torn to rags, and his feet ai 
His whole appearance is one of great wretchedness ; but th 
sufferings he has endured have not changed his afiection for ] 
child. They have, if possible, made it more tender. If y 
have heard his words, they would have sounded soft and 8> 
his prayer to Almighty God would surely be very fervent ( 
of his little one. 

But where is the mother ? How is it that she is no 
Had she forsaken husband and child ? Oh no ! AVhen Di 
was released from his long imprisonment in the city of . 
removed to this place, Mrs, Judson followed him, and minii 
his wants during the many months of his dreadful com 
Near the prison she built a little bamboo house, in which 
Maria lived ; and when borne down with the heavy weight? 
to carry, sometimes, for a short relief, she left the chid 
under the father's eye. It is one of these occasions w 
picture represents. The mother has gone away for a tin: 
pressure of severe duty; but she has left her loving heart 
and she will soon be back again to nurse "little Maria," and 
to her beloved husband. 

But you see that Dr. Judson is not alone. There is a f 
his right hand: that is Captain Laird, who, with other fo 
fell under the suspicion of the Burmese Government at t 
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t into prison. On the way out from Ava, he and Dr. 
! tied together ; and when the latter was readj to faint 
f pain and exhaustion, Captain Laird presented his 
support his falling companion. No doubt he too feels 
cern for " little IM^ria," and will do what he can to save 
m. 

iv all this, dear young friends. Rejoice that you are 
uch perils. But try and feel for missionaries and their 
ho are exposed to them ; and pray God to shelter and 



F. T. 



Moorgate Street. 



LITTLE CATHY; 
OR, "will no one come?" 



Y was a panper child, and 
the workhouse hospitaL 
•ale, very small and weak, 
sad, was Cathy, as she sat, 
on her low stool by the 
lame position and amongst 
), watching the same nar- 
l the same unfrequented 
ime wide stretch of mud 
"een hills beyond, with no 
rd about anything higher 
lothing and the ordinary 
use. 

er place, that workhouse 
stood on the shore of a 
oh at high water was 
. beautiful, but of which, 
)nt out, a large jwrtion 
iged to a slimy and mono- 



tonouB mud plain, offensive both to sight 
and smell, but fascinating to the eyes of 
Cathy as the gaze of a serpent. And 
often, when dark douds and driving rain 
made the prospect wild and desolate, she 
would sit, leaning against the window, 
with her hands in her lap and her eyes 
fixed on the bay, until the old women 
who were her only companions began to 
whisper that die was not long for this 
world ; as, indeed, she was not. 

In the main building of the work- 
house, which stood at a little distance 
from the hospital, there were other 
children ; but little Cathy only saw them 
when they went to church on Sunday 
mornings ; and she thought they looked 
coldly towards her as they passed. Ah, 
what a long day seemed Sunday tA tbi^ 
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orphan girl! There was a Bible in the 
ward, and on other days Cathy might 
read it as much as she liked; but on 
Sundays one or other of the old women 
was sure to want it, and the child had 
little to do but turn over a bundle of 
tracts, of which the majority were far 
beyond her comprehension, and learn by 
heart every text or hymn that could be 
found in them. Had any one cared to 
inqaire what she learnt, and to hear her 
repeat it, this effort of memory might 
have afforded pleasure : as it was, Cathy 
only killed time, and got rid of Sun- 
day. 

It was a great event when a fresh 
hmiate, "a new old woman," as the 
child called her, was brought to the 
hospital But the excitement did not 
last long; for as soon as little Cathy 
discovered that the stranger was just 
like other people, she went back to her 
window, and her bundle of tracts, and 
her Bible, with a sigh over the thought 
that children were seldom ill. 

It was selfish, no doubt; but Cathy 
wished, almost every night, that some 
little workhouse girl might be taken ill 
before the morning — not seriously, but 
just enough to require nursing in the 
hospital — and lie, night after night, in 
the little bed next her own. Many and 
wild were the dreams which Cathy had, 
waking and sleeping, about this com- 
panion who must come, she supposed, 
one day. 

"I will nurse her," thought she, 
'^oh, so carefully! and I will sing to 
her softly, if the nurae and the others 



will let me ; and I will ask her wh 
thinks about IT.** 

By "it" Cathy meant the greal 
tery of death; for the old women 
talked of her illness, and the oer 
that she must die. 

So young, and dying! As the 
lay upon her bed in those long, sad i 
she trembled to think that the en 
ooming nearer, and wondered if 
could help ber to pass through the 
of the shadow of death, " and fe 
evU." 

"I wish some one would teac 
about him," she moaned, as she 
on her bed. And a wish that was 9 
a prayer rose to heaven: **If he' 
but send same one /" 

Little Cathy had a mother in h( 
but she did not know it; for ten 
had gone by since that mother hat 
in faith, and no one had cared 1 
Cathy that her end was peace. ( 
father she could learn nothing mon 
that he had been a soldier, and 
perhap»y lost his life in a battle, 
his child was yet an infant. Poor 
Cathy ! Would no Christian heai 
pity the dying inmates of that bee 
Would ao kind voice ever speak th 
Jesus as an atoning Sacrifice, of Jc 
an all-sufficient Saviour, of Jesus a 
ing to receive sinners just as ihtp a 

Within five milea, nay, withii 
walking distance, of that place, 
some hundreds of people who knev 
the child so much wished to kno^ 
who would gladly have told her 
the salvation which is in Ghrist 
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) and asked them. But few 
f going to that dreary hospital, 
ing of the Saviour there. It 
)sed to be the business of the 
I, or of the official manager, or 
ard of guardians, to attend to 
s ; and only a few saw the need 
ful and jadicious private effort 
'ore the inmates of that house 
truths of the Gospel. 
e passed, and as Cathy grew 

became almost too great an 
her to leave her bed. B .t she 
ong as she could, and occupied 
3side the window. It was from 
that she, one day, observed a 
who, carrying a little basket in 

approached the workhouse; a 
lady, with a kind-looking face 
isant smile, as Cathy saw when 
s bestowed on an old man who 
ering on the edge of the mud, 

Cathy, he had nothing to do 
it it. 

that lady come here /" thought 
* I Jiope she will ! ** 
ristian! dost thou know how 
)u losest by suffering such as 
ive neglected ? Hast thou not 
rer, talents? and art thou not 
3me of them? As a steward, 
er will one day call thee to 

Will he find then that thou 
a his loan to the exchangers, 
is coming he may receive his 
increase ? 

visitor entered the workhouse 
bat day, her conscience smote 
le remembered that she had for 



ye^irs resided within a few miles of it 
without giving a single thought to its 
poor inmates. As she went from one bed 
to another, leaving a gift with each of the 
sufferers, her heart's cry rose to God, 
" Oh, comfort them ! " And by the time 
she came round to Cathy's window, she 
was almost in tears. ' 

It was a dull day, and the place was 
even more than commonly desolate. The 
March wind howled in the chimney, and 
shook the window frames. Masses of 
grey cloud hid the sun, and the child 
shivered as she sat beside her bed at the 
rattling window. 

"You are cold," said the lady: "will 
you come to the fire ? " 

"No, thank you." 

" Is your name Cathy ? I think nurse 
called you so." 

" Yes ; Cathy Richards." 

" Do you like sitting here when the 
tide is out, Cathy?" 

"Not much; but I'm used to it, 
ma'am," replied Cathy. 

" Can you read?" asked the lady. 

"Oh yes, ma'am." 

*' Shall I give you some books?" 

Cathy's eyes sparkled brightly. "If 
you please, ma'am," said she, and she 
curtsied. 

" And a bun for your tea ? " 

Another curtsey. 

" And a Bible of your oum /" 

"Oh, thank you!" 

"And then, shall I come here and see 
you another day ?" 

"Yes, ma'am; but ** 

"But what?" 



A 
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Cathy's voice almost sank to a whisper 
as she asked, *' Won't yoa stay now^ and 
tell me about it ?** 

"About what?" asked the lady, sit- 
ting down on the window-bench, and 
smiling. 

Cathy made one great effort, and said, 
"Dying!*' 

And the smile passed from the lady's 
face as she said, " God help you, 
darling!" 

They had told her that the child was 
an orphan, and her wasted form and 
features revealed the rest. In a moment 
she understood how poor Cathy was 
dying alone in the workhouse hoipitaL 

A little after, and these words were 
slowly read : " I am the Besarrection 
and the Life. He that believeth in me, 



though he were dead, yet shall he 
And whotoever liveth and bdievet 
me sh^ll never die." 

And, beginnmg at the same Scr^l 
Christ was preached. 

That was a very good day for 1 
Cathy, for in it she began to seek salvf 
through Christ, and in it she found a 
and a faithful friend. Aftet that iAau 
visitor came often to the workhouse 
pital; and, by €k>d'8 blessing on 
influence, it became a brighter place 
wish I bad time to tell you all abou 
but at present I can only say, thati 
months after, Cathy died in peace, 
went home to eternal rest. The 
ebbs and flows now, as it did when 
watched it wearily; but for her "t! 
is no more sea." 



THE SHEEP-FOLD. 

Deab Childben, — Among the pleasant sights we often enjoy in this beau 
world which God has made, there are few more pleasing than one which ma 
seen in the country now, on every hand; namely, a flock of gentle sheep and pli 
lambs, cropping the tender grass, or reposing in the green pasture where the c 
waters flow. It gives us the idea of plenty, rest, and peaceful security ; for, 
at no great distance, there is the watchful shepherd guarding the flock fit>m h 
Look how he searches out and tends the burdened ones and the weaklings. ] 
he takes a little lamb in his arm?. What is he going to do with it ? Ask hii 
I once did. He says, '* It can neither stand nor take its proper food ; so 1 1 
carry it home and nourish it with warm milk, or it will die." How very kin 
is ; and then at eventide, before he folds the flock for the night, be adds one i 
to his numberless kind acts by counting all, one by one, lest any should be mi* 
Is not this a pretty picture ? Oh yes. And it brings to our minds, most strikii 
a far prettier one, even that of the Lord Jesus, £tiwn by the pen of the pro 
Isaiah, above six hundred years before he was bom at Bethlehem. You \ 
where to find it. Look at it. «He shall feed his flock like a shepherd : hei 
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the lambs with his ann, and carry them in his bosom," &e. The Lord 
;hen, has a flock; and he cares for all, bat the weaklings seem to share most 
tender care. His flock is composed of all, of every nation, who lore him, 
lo believe in his name. Whom do the lambs represent ? Toung converts; 
m soul?; persons who have been just brought to know Jesus, whether they 
or young; elsewhere called in Holy Scripture, " babes in Christ." They have 
ade partakers of true, saving faith, although it is weak ; so they are of the 
•f Christ, and in his fold. Now, think ot all this, and fay, is it not the 
■ picture ? for here is plenty, rest, and peaceful security for the 9<ml, that 

you which will lire when the body is dead. Jesus is the good Shepherd, 
iveth his life for the sheep ; so loving and kind, that he pardons all their 
id supplies all their need. There are enemies, especially two great and 
foes, which would ravage and devour the flock. They are Satan and Sin ; 
without^ and the foe that dwells within tM, in our own hearts. But Jesus 
tchful and powerful shepherd : he foref ees all the dangers to which we are 
1, and shelters and defends us. He is faithful, too, and will restore us 
re stray, never leaving nor forsaking us while we live ; and when we die be 

fear no evil, and conducts us safely, through death, from his fold below to 
I above, to heaven, that beautiful fold, that safe and sacred fold of which be 

is the light and glory, where no foe can enter, neither Satan nor sin for 

are children really admitted into the fold of Jesus here? Yes; all are 
e, because Jesus has said so. And if you are old enough to commit sin, to 
when, you disobey Gk>d and break his law, then you are old enough to 
and look to Jesus for pardon. May he help you to do so. 

** Thy flock, with what a tender care. 
Blest Jeeaa, doet thou keep. 
Fain woold my weak, my wand'riog soul, 
Be numbered with thy sheep." 

aps you are now saying, How I should like to belong to the flock of Jesus, 
re hun for my Divine Shepherd and Friend for ever ! Then be glad to know 
BUS is more willing to love you than you can think. If you are sincere in 
ssire to love Jesus and flee from all sin, then is he at this moment loving 
Awing you into his fold, where you will be happy now and for ever. 

ne tell you of a very little girl, Emily B , aged five years and a half, 

ilonsed to the flock of Christ. She loved her Saviour, and she loved to 
f him when she was well ; and when she was ill and suffered much pain, 
9 patient and submissive, not self-willed, peevish, nor fretful, as some 
1 are. There were no nice globules for sick children when Emily was ill : 
[ to take unpleasant medicine. She did not like it ; yet she would not say, 
or I won't, but always took it in obedience to her mother, who said it was 
health. This ready, unquestioning obedience is a lovely featux^ \Sk ^ ^^k^^^ 
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or in any one. While in this world, we Bhould expect to taste bitter thing 
well as sweet ; and the sooner we learn self-control the better. An humble, 
missive disposition makes us so like Jesus, of whom it is written, ** He pleased 
himself;'' and it makes us, in spirit, already something like the glorifiet 
heaven, where all is love and obedience to the will of Q^od. Let us often ask 
to give us this mind. 

Little Emily was ill about a month. She found much comfort in thinkh 
the hymns and texts of Holy Scripture she had learned at the infant school, 
death came nearer, she showed no signs of fear or unwillingness to go. Cs 
her father to her side one day, she expressed some wishes about her burial, 
very calm manner, adding, " My body will be put into the coffin: my soul wi 
to heaven. I wish to be with Jesus." I shall tell you no more of what 
Emily said. This is enough to show you that her treasure was in heaven, anc 
heart was there also. At length, when almost unable to speak, after trjii 
labour through that beautiful text, ** God so loved the world," &c., she sank p 
fully into the arms of death, or rather, into the bosom of the Lord Jesus, the 
Shepherd of whom I have been speaking, to be for ever happy in his smiif 
love. Hear him say, — 

** Unnumbered years of bliss 
I to my sheep will give ; 
And while my throne unshaken stands. 
Shall all my chosen live." 

Ts it not delightful to think of one little child being in the fold of Chrif 
earth, and then going to live with him in his fold above ? and if to think of a 
so delightful, what must it be to think of many ? Would you not like all the 
children in the world to be in the fold of Christ ? Did you ever try to count 
many little eyes and ears there are now in the world who have never seei 
heard that beautiful veree in the fortieth of Isaiah, and who can form no id 
the pretty picture it presents to our minds ? And then how very sad to b 
that like the poor little lamb which the kind shepherd pitied, they must all p 
without Christ. Do all you can to send the Gospel everywhere, and pray to 
every day to give it success. Thus may we be the means of bringing on 
glorious time when all shall know the Lord, from the least to the greatest ; ^ 
all for whom the good Shepherd died shall hear his voice, and there shall b 
fold and one Shepherd. 

I am, 

Your affectionate friend, 

B.1 
Heathfield. 
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"WITH AI.I. THY MIGHT!" 

*' Look at thmt boy ! He is m, stoat, rtrong fdlow, and one of the sharpest in 
oar workshop. Bat he will not aerre oar purpose : he mast be dismissed. 

" Why?-Iniqaired. 

** Because be does not work "wrra aix his kioht. Jast watch the drowsj, 
indiffisrent waj in which he handles his tocAa, He is thinking about something 
else all the time." 

This was said to me, the other day, by one of the proprietors of an extfoisiTe 
manufiictorj for machinery as he condacted me through a part of his enormous 
works. 

" You must require great strength of muscle in your workmen," I remarked. 

** No ! not so much strength of musde as strength of purpose. It is not men 
of might that we want, but men who ute their might : men who work with seal 
and energy at whaterer they set tbemseWes to do. It is not the strong * Samsons * 
and the big 'G-oliaths' that do the most good; but lads, like David, earnest^ 
active, and strong of purpose ; doing one thing at a time, but doing that one 
thing well.'' 

On leaviflg the workshop Mr. A. beckoned to one of the foremen. " Dismiss 
that lad," said he, " he will never do us any good.** '* But stay," he added, as a 
softened expression stole over his face, so resolute yet so kindly, " Q-ive the boy 
one more chance ; and take care to tell him where his fault lies — that he does not 
work with all his nught** 

Alas ! I thought, as I left the scene of useful and intelUgent labour, how many 
clever and promising youths dwarf themselves down into forlorn and disappointed 
men, through no other fault than this ! 

(c '\;v'iTH ALL THY MIGHT ! " It is Gk>d*s own commandment as well as man*a. 
It is the law of heaven as well as the general condition of worldly success. No 
man ever achieves anything permanently great and useful without carrying out 
this great and useful principle. Our work may be head-work, or it may be 
hand-work ! We may be the strongest amongst the strong, or we may be the 
weakest amongst the weak.. No matter: the rule of duty is the same for all. 
Work "with all your might!" All famous men whose words and deeds have 
graven a name which fathers teach their sons to spell— sU these— every man of 
them — worked according to the wise man's precept, "Whatsoever thy hand 
findeth to do, do it with thy might" (Eccles. ix. 10). 

We cannot all be reckoned among the great and the famous : but we may all be 
reckoned amongst the useful and the earnest. However moderate our natural 
powers, however narrow our opportunities for action, life's motto should atiil be 
bhe same: "All tht might." Work with all thy miaht. Pray with adl thy 
might. Love and serve thy Gbd "with all thy heart, and with all thy soul, and 
with all thy strength, and with all thy might." 
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! LITTLE BY LITTLE, 

Thebe is a curious little animal that Uvea in the sea, of extremely small siie, bat 

I he produces gnat results. I mean the pokfp. They are found in certain r^D> 

; of the ocean, generally in shallow water, and only in the warm portions of tiis set. 

I You have probably seen a piece of coral. Some seaman may have brought t 

! piece home, and given it to one of your friends, or you may have seen it in t 

cabinet. It is full of little holes, large enough to put in the point of a needle. 

I Now, that coral is simply the bones, the skeletons, of millions, perhaps, of polypSt 

, These animals live in communities ; they work in an associated body. They atttdi 

: themselves to the bottom of the sea, and then ffrow vpuxxrd, all fastened and iBte^ 

woven together, so that they are as compact as honey-comb. When they die^ thnr 

skeletons remain united ; and as these are of lime, they are firm and hard. 

Now for the grand result. There are miles — hundreds of miles — of sea-oosik 

' lined with the bones (if we may say so) of these diminutive animals. Outside of 

I the coast there is frequently found a fringe or border of coral reefo. They sie 

! found on the southern coast of Florida. 

I In many parts of the Indian and of the Pacific Oceans, there are islands fouod 

I which are composed of coral. They are of all forms ; sometimes circular, inekwiog 

! a body of water which will be deep enough to float the largest ship. Tiie milliou 

and millions of little polyps growing together from the bottom of the ocean (whidii 

in most cases where they are found, does not exceed 150 feet below the surface of 

I the water), raise their structure up as far as the surface ; and as they only live and 

{ grow in water, of course they stop there and die. A great many things will lodge 

on this island thus brought up to the water's level, such as weeds, branohes of 

trees, and sometimes sand. Finally, it gets elevated above the surftuse by whit 

! accumulates on it, and then bushes and trees begin to grow there. 

' How many millions of liUles it takes to make an island of several miles in 

i extent ! And yet they all have their part to perform in the great economy. It ii 

i verily done " little by little." Other things are also done little by little. Charaoter 

I is built up in thb way. Every little act helps to make it. Every word has iti 

I share of influence. Every thought operates for bettor or for worse. 

Are you building one which the storms of temptation may assail without 
damage to it ? 
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THE BRAHMIN AND THE SILK- WEAVES. 

'O men from the kingdom of Travancore,** says a missionary, " recently 
upon me, one of whom was a Brahmin evangelist . He was going about 
intry with a bag of books over his shoulder, preacluDg the Gospel to his 
1 countrymen. He was remarkable for his manifest humility, a most strange 
d a Brahmin. 

9 companion, to whom I especially refer, was a silk-weaver, and was formerly, 
bt present, employed by the Bajah of Travaucore in weaving a peculicur kind 
shawls, used by the royal family. Several years ago this man obtained an 
ok, printed by one of the American missions, which contained the Ten Com- 
lents, and a summary of the toay of salvation through Christ. His attention 
rested by the commandments, which he carefully studied. Satisfied of the 
ice of the doctrine, he obtained a New Testament, which he studied secretly 
e became convinced of the truth of the G-ospel. He gave up his heathenism, 
ter trying for several years to work out his own righteousness by a strict 
mce of the commandments, and suffering much persecution, he was at last 
t into the liberty which is in Christ, and consecrated himself to his service. 
I acquired considerable property by his business, he now spends much of his 
1 going about the country preaching freely, and without recompense, that 
r whom he has found so precious to himself.'* 

ir Lord's estimate of the value of the soul is correct, is not the conversion of 
ne such individual as above a rich recompense for all that has been ever 
n the distribution of tracts ? But we have reason to believe that many, 
»ouls have been brought by this means to a saving knowledge of the truth, 
i be the Lord, who has given us such a means of promoting his glory and 
the souU of perishing men ! 



THE LITTLE SUNBEAM. 

A LITTLE sunbeam in the sky 

Said to itself one day, 
" I'm very small, but why should I 

Do nothing else but pUy ? 
1*11 go down to the earth, and see 
If there is any use for me." 

The violet^bedg were wet with dew, 
Which filled each heavy cup : 

The little sunbeam darted through, 
And raised their blue heads up. 
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They smiled to see it, and they lent 
The morning breeze their sweetest scent. 

A mother, 'neath a shady tree, 



1 



Had left her babe asleep ; 
It woke, and cried ; bat when it spied 

The little sunbeam peep 
So slily in with glance so bright. 
It laughed and chuckled with delight. 

On, on it went : it might not stay. 

Now through a window small 
It poured its glad but tiny ray. 

And danced upon the wall. 
A pale young face looked up to meet 
The sunbeam she had watched to greet. 

And now away beyond the sea 

The merry sunbeam went. 
A ship was on the waters free, 

From home and country sent ; 
But sparkling in the sunbeam's play, 
The blue waves curled around her way. 



I A Toyager stood and watched them there^ 

With heart of bitter pain ; 

She gazed, and half forgot her care, 
And hope came back again ; 

She said, " The wares are full of glee ; 

Then yet there may be joy for me !*' 

And so it travelled to and firo, 
And frisked and danced about ; 

And not a door was shut, I know. 
To keep the sunbeam out; 

But ever, as it touched the earth. 

It woke up happiness and mirth* 

I mar not tell the history 

Of all that it could do ; 
But I tell you this, that you may try 

To be a sunbeam too, 
By little smiles to soothe and cheer, 
And little deeds of lore most dear I 
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THE ACOBIir AND THE OAK. 

My little daughter sat silent while busy at her play. Finally she 
d, with a sober face, — 

' Mamma, this morning, when I was at Miss W 's, she offered 

an ac(^rn. Now, if I had taken it and planted it, I should have 
i an oak tree some day ; shouldn't I ? " And after a moment's 
ther reflection, she said, with a sigh, "But I didn't take the 
>rn." 

* Ah, my darling, you are not the only one who has failed to have 
oak for want of taking an acorn." 

See, though it be an oft-told tale, how tiny circumstances affect 
»at events. See the shadow of the magnificent forest king : how 
lightful, how secure from the burning summer heat, not for a day 
p a year merely, but for ages. Some hand planted that tree—one, 
rhaps a baby, took the acorn. 

The things of beauty and strength which are or may be composed 
its noble timber — the sturdy ship which defies the waves, is 
'ough this good gift of Grod made the thing she is ; and even the 
)erful fire-sides round which we so love to linger, are all proofs, 
lb in their way, that somebody took the acorn. 
This little lesson is in its application so wide, so various, that I 
'dly know where it begins or ends. 

livery good impulse, each word of kindly counsel, even our failures 
[ mistakes, may be to us the acorns which, taken, planted, and 
bivated, may make us like the oak in a spiritual sense— trees meet 
the garden of Grod. 

i'here are in every human life times when little turning-points 
iir. Acorns are offered. Refuse them, pass them by, and in after- 
rs memory looks back, and says, in bitterness of soul, *' I did not 
e the acom!** 



\ 
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ENCOUBAGEMENT. 

WoHK while you can : 

Time's flitting by : 
Gather the moments : 

Quickly they fly. 

Cheerily labour : 

Workmen are few ; 
Large is the harvest ; 

There's plenty to do. 

The enemy soweth 

Tares in the fielJ ; 
Th' sties and thorns 

JDoth the wilderness yield. 

Cast with a bounteous 
And plentiful hand. 

Seed that shall cover 
The length of the land. 

"Work while you can, 

And work while you may : 
Soon the night cometh ; 

Soon passeth the day. 



One 
Half-penny. 
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JUVENILB MISSIONABY 8EBV1CES. 

Tui followinf; Services, at which Sermons will be preached, or Addresses given, to the ; 
will be held, in connection with the Misttionarjr AAiUTers-tries, on Lord's-day afternoon, A 
The Senrices will commence at three o'clock, and dote at a quarter past four. The hjmi 
snog are printed in another part of this Ms^^iae. 

Hkxrt Kssir, ) Secretaries of the Young Men's Associi 

Samusl C&iWLKT, j* Aid of the Baptist Missionary Soci< 



rLAcs OF heethto. 



Arthur Street, Walworth 

Battersea 

Bloomsburj 

Camden Boad 

Commercial Street, Wbitechapel , 

Cottage Oreen 

Cotton Street, Poplar 

Cross Street, Islington 

Deronshire Square 

Denmark Place, Camberwell 

Hammersmith 

Highgate 

High Road, Lee 

Einmrste Street, Holborn 

Lewisbam Boad 

Lion Street, Walworth 

Mare Street, Hackney 

Maze Pond 

Midway Place, Dpptford 

Metropolitan Tabernacle School . 

Hew Park Street 

Onslow Chapel, Brompton 

Park Boad, Peckbam 

Begent Street, Lambed 

Bslem Obapel, Brixton 

Spencer Plaoe 

St. Thomas's Hall, Hackney 

Vernon Square 

Westboume Grove 

Woolwich (Queen Street) 



fTKlXXS OB ntSACHlS. 



Ber. S. Oowdy. 
Bev. I. M. Soule. 
Bev. C. Yince. 
F. Baron, Esq. 
Mr. P. Brown. 
Mr. Jdm TenmleUm. 
Mr. Webb. 
H. Heath, Esq. 
C. E. Ogden, Esq. 
Rev. J. Gnrwen. 
Bcr. Dr. Leeohniaa. 

T. C. Carter. Esq. 
Eev.J.TealL 

Bev. H. J. Betis. 

Bev. J. Foster. 

Mr. H. Keen. 

Mr. J. Allen. 

Bev. J. Stock. 

Mr. Cryer. 

Bev. J. P. Chowfi. 

Bev. T. J. Cole. 

Mr. Price. 

W. Applet^ W 

Mr. F. H. Book*. 

Mr. W. Bothay. 

Mr.H.J.Treaiddcr. 

Ber. W. O. Lewis. 

Mr. BabbeCli aad Mr. ] 



The Avvva.1i Public Mbbiivg of the Toune Men's Association will be heUd «fe tfti 
politan Tabemade, on Thursday evening, April 30. 

The Bevs. W. Brook, jun., S. Coley, A. Jiannay, and N. Hayefoft, M.A., wiU miA 
Meeting. 



*«* The Committee of the Young Men's Association be^ to thank the yoang I 
idermentioned schools f<Mr their kind exertions in odlecting the sums named on 



fiieodi 



Katire Preachers' Fund :—' 

Charles Street £1 4 6 

Cottage Green 5 8 

Crayford W 10 

Cress Street, Islington , 1 12 6 

East Street, Walworth ^U 9 

Higbgate „ 3 12 8 



Little Ailie Street in 

Mare Street a 

MfwePond a 

Spencer Place „. fl 

St. Thomas's Hall, Hsckney, 1882 . 
Ditto ditto 1863 . 




A FernADdian Chief. 
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A FEBNANDIAN CHIEF. 

BY MBS. BAXEB. 

The photograph, from which the engraving on the other s: 
copied, was taken by a Spaniard at Fernando Po. The nati^ 
Fernando Po are . a very inteUigent tribe of Africans, moi 
dustrious and independent in spirit than the tribes on the cont 
owing most likely to their being a free people. Slavery is not k 
among them ; I do not think they even purchase wives as do 
other Africans ; but an engagement is entered into by the p£ 
while the children are young. Of this I am not sure, as some < 
chiefs have a number of wives. The men and women generally 
nothing but a skin tied round the loins, as represented ii 
engraving, with the skin of snakes, or monkeys' tails, round the 
The chiefs wear a covering on the legs, arms, and neck, compoi 
cowries (small shells), and palm oil, and day; they have a 
made of plaited grass round the arm to carry their knife; < 
have a quantity of chains made of grass by the women. It is 
in very small links joined together, each link neatly plaitec 
looks almost impossible to have been done with the fingers. 

The hat is of plaited grass, round and flat, pinned to the hair 
porcupines' quills, and adorned with birds' feathers of various co 
The hair, after being drawn out in small pieces, is rolled into t 
three rows resembling curls, with a mixture of palm oil and 
giving it the appearance of an enormous wig : the country m 
Busipa. They do not wash their bodies, but rub themselves alsc 
palm oil and clay. 

During the time our missionaries were at Fernando Po, w 
several interesting converts from among them. One man bee 
teacher among his countrymen. He was married by Dr. Prince 
a house in Clarence, and although his life was at first threaten! 
travelled from village to village, telling of a Saviour's love. D 
one of these tours, in which he was often absent from his home 
or foiur weeks, he was taken sick, returned home, and died in 
days, rejoicing in the Savioiir, and in hope of a happy eternity. 
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WOT GK>INa TO THB PBASTJ 

A TRUE STORY. 



E day appointed for the marriage of 
ince of Wales had come at last, and 
hildren of a large school in the 

of S D had a holiday, and 

favours, and bright medals, and 
seeing enough to satisfy even tJiem. 
lelightful it was to rise early in the 
Dg — though scarcely so early, by 
ly, as the bell-ringers ! — and discover 
the sun shone brightly, and that 
nrere flying and ribbons fluttering 
^here : — delightful, that is, to all 
I; a girl whom I shall call Hester 
I, who could not g». 
ter "Wynn was an orphan who had 
veral months been the occasion of 
anxiety to the managers of this 
. Many attempts had been made 
a her confidence, and for a time, 
s had appeared to attend the efforts 
ne who had laboured much and 
i much for her spiritual welfare ; 
iT goodness had been as the mom- 
oud, and as the early dew it had 
away. Words about Jesus had 
I her lips ; * * I rfo wish to be saved ! ** 
den bier cry, but still she had never 
t Him after whom she professed to 
md a short time had sufficed for her 
1 to carelessness and indifference, 
inxiety to sit down with Abraham 
Osaac and Jacob at the marriage 
r of the Lamb was of the past, and 
med much more for earthly than 
nly joys . The festivities which were 
ebrate the marriage of the Prince of 



Wales were of greater importance, she 
thought, than the joys that are eternal ! 
But there was no hope for Hester in 
regard to that eventful day. Scarcely 
more tban a week had gone by since a 
great wrong had by her been committed 
secretly, a dishonourable, action against 
one who had been very kind to her, and 
as this fault was still unrepented, a pro- 
longed punishment had been inflicted 
upon the offender. Under these circum- 
stances it was clearly impossible to permit 
the unhappy child to unite in the various 
pleasures of the season. Processions, 
bonfires, feastings, illuminations, were 
not for her. 

Had Hester been sorry for her sin she 
would never have resisted a sentence so 
just and wise, but her heart was still 
proud, and I fear that the devil had it all 
his own way with her on that 10th of 
March, as she awaited in sullen silence the 
return of her companions. 

They were long in coming, for they had 
much to do, much to see, and much to 
hear, ere night. Public schools of all 
kinds had been invited to express their 
loyalty by imiting in a demonstration, and 

our friends from S D were amongst 

those who had accepted the invitation. 
As they went down one hill and up 
another, the sound of the merry beUs of 

D , and P , and S , met their 

strained ears, and made their young hearts 
bound with joy and f pleasure. In a 
village through which. tV3L<ers ^wmsrA^ ^kss^^ 
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of flags hung aorois the street, and there 
was a grand display of evergi-eens encirc- 
ling gas-pipes twisted into double ** A's,'* 
and all thit sort of thing. In the large 
open ground, half field, half park, to which 
they hastened, thousands of smiling folks 
were watching the formation of a pi-o- 
cesaion — or, as the children would have 
called it, the procession. Six thousand 
young people were that day to march 

through D ^ and, at the close of their 

march, sing the lOOth Psalm, and the 
Kaiaonal Anthem, with the following 
additional verses :~ 

•* God bless her royal son, 
Still be thy favour showa 

To England's heir ; 
Ood of his childhood's dajs. 
Guide h11 his future ways. 
Shield him with truth and grace 

From every snare. 

Smile on the joung Princess, 
And with thy presence bless 

Their wedded love. 
Long may the royal pair 
Etkrth's purest pleasures share. 
Then crowns of glory wear 

In heaven above ! " 

Copies of these lines, with a Prince of 
Wales' plume at the top, were given to all 
who united in this procession, and it was 
regarded as a point of honour that each 
voice of the six thousand should be thus 
I'aised in prayer for our beloved Queen 
and her family. 

An4ihey did sing, those boys and girls, 
that day! With banners flying^ and 
hearts beating, and crowds lintening, they 
poured forth the noble strains of the 



grand old anthem, and in 
blessing on the good Qu 
children. Then there we: 
enough to last a year ; thi 
her Majesty, three for the 
for the Princess, three fo 

of D , who had helped 

demonstration, and three m< 
in general and nobody i 
After this great exertion 
course, made people hunj 
thousand went off in groups 
refreshments, and I can ass 
Hester's schoolfellows liked 
the business as well as an, 
March twilight deepened, a 
lamps were lighted, and evei 
forth to see the illumination 
really fine. In the port w* 
of war ; these were very bear 
each XK>rt-hole gleamed a b 
and from mast and rig£ 
thousand lamps which, the 
dark, marked the outline \ 
clearness. One of *' the s 
of England," on the opposit 
river looked like afieiycas 
BO dazzling was its radiance 
the surrounding gloom. T< 
that the children saw that 
short story is impossible. I 
rest of the illuminations, ) 
works, and hasten to tl 
pleasure of the night, the gig 
What fun it was to watch tl 
of that great mound of tar-b 
see how the flames lea^ied ai 
roared above and around i 
Hester ! 
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unehome at last, those children, 
sleepy, bat merry withal, and 
ed. The daj was done, bat its 
lid long be seen again in dreams, 
indeed been a day of twice ten 
. Next morning all the talk was 
rk', bonfires, Sllominations, and 
18, and I am sony to siy that 
Lynn's heart grew yet more 
she heard of the many pleasures 
ost. As the day wore on heavily 
"ession that she was harshly 
wmed to deepen. All the world 
ost her, the orphan, and she 
) avenge herself of the world, 
in this frame of mind when a 
lady who was interested in her 
and who had shown her many 
is, came to see her. 
late in the afternoon when the 
ras summoned to the recently 
school-room to meet this friend, 
un something of the grief which 
of Hester^s sin had awakened in 
b. 

I very sorry," began the lady, 
hand on Hester's arm, and then 
led ; for she loved the child, and 
)ly distressed at the hard look 
»w darkened the orphan's face, 
she resumed it was to refer to 
punishment, as far milder than 
rts, and calculated to encourage 
form. Hester did not think so. 
' are all very hard upon me," she 
cL, ^* and the other girls are not 
wed to speak to me." Then she 
o tears. 
Id be almost impossible to repeat 



to YOU aU that followed, or to describe 
the gradual softening which seemed to 
come to this unhappy child as she listened 
to the advice of her friend, but you will 
1)0 glad to know that, before they parted, 
they knelt down and prayed tc^ther, 
and I am not without hope that the 
prayer came from Hester's hearty and 
that these lessons of the lOth and 
11th of March, 1863, will evermore be 
remembered by her with gratitude, as a 
season of wholesome discipline and 
abounding mercy. 

I have written this story with the in- 
tention of using it as a parable. There 
are other pleasures, other rejoicings, than 
those which I have described ; pleasures 
which bhall endure for ever, and rejoic- 
ings which can never tire. You have 
all been invited to join in this festival. 
God*s pure heaven is the scene of its 
celebration, and the message which com- 
mands you to be present is in the Bible, 
Will you come? or would you rather, 
like Hester, be shut out? Think of this 
seriously, and may those who have not yet 
accepted the invitation to come to heaven, 
through Christ, do so now. 

A few words to those who have obtained 
mercy through Jesus, and are ffOiAff to 
heaven. Think, think of tJie others. You 
have pitied the unhappy Hester, shut out 
from the pleasures of the 10th of March ; 
pity yet more, yes, a million times more, if 
you can, all those who are in danger of 
being excluded from the marriage supper 
of the Lamb, l^y for the«e, talk with 
them if you have opportunity, gire 
them Bibles, tracts, counsel, help of antr 
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kind, but do not let them sleep on un- 
warned till the Bridegroom comes, for 
then they will be too late for the heavenly 
festival, too late for all save the outer 
darkness, "where there is weeping and I 
wailing and gnashing of teeth." : 

In distant lands, and, unhappily, even i 
in our enlightened country, there are 
thousands who have not yet heard the 
invitation, "Come ye to the marriage, '* 
who know not the King nor the King's 
Son, Jesus Christ, who follow the devices 
and desires of their own hearts, and are, 
consequently, most miserable. To all | 



such Christ commands bis disciples to 
preach the Gospel. " Gro ye into aU tiit 
world, and preach the Gospel to ereiy 
creature," is his commission, and itiioor 
solemn duty to obey. *'The timeii 
short,'' a few years more and the Giesi 
Day will dawn. May it be onrs to meit 
then with many souls whom we have, \ff 
God's mercy, been the means of leidiqg 
into the paths of eternal joy ! E?eiiiN 
can do something in the vineyard of tiie 
Lord Jesus. Let us try, in his 
and we shall, we must succeed. 



MISSIONABY NEWS. 

It gives me great pleasure to have to tell you that all the missioiuiiia 
recently sent out to Ceylon and India have safely arrived at didi 
destination. Mr. and IVIrs. Pigott, after resting awhile at Colombd, are 
gone up to Kandy, and Mr. and Mrs. Waldock are settled at Matakodji 
a place not far from the first-named town. Mr. and Mrs. Allen are gla(l 
indeed that their fellow- workers in the good cause are come out to Iidp 
them. Mr. and Mrs. Carter have not yet arrived from Ceylon^ bat thflj 
may be here by the time that you read this. 

And now as to India. Mr. Edwards is settled at Moughir, and Jlr. 
Etherington at Meerut. Monghir is some distance up the Ganges from 
Calcutta, but Meerut is beyond Delhi, far, far up in the North-west, and 
close to the great Himalaya mountains, some of whose peaks are the 
highest in all the world. Mr. and Mrs. Kalberer are now at Patna, « I 
large city between Monghir and Benares. Mr. Wenger is at bis old 
work, and very important work too, the translation of the Scriptures ; j 
and Mr. Rouse is come down from Sewry to assist him. I need not tell 
you about Mr. liouse, as you will remember what has been said of him 
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efore. His health has been seriously afiected, though not by the 
limate. But it is hoped he is now getting strong agjiin. 

Mrs. and Miss Saker came home from Africa some time since, and 
re all the better for the voyage ; and Mr. Saker is expected ere long, 
)r he is almost worn down with anxiety and fatig^ae. The natives 
ave been very quarrelsome of late, and have been doing very bad 
liings to each other. They kill one another out thtire without any 
esitation, and take away little children and sell them a» slaves. In the 
lission house at Cameroons there are a great many little orphan boys 
nd girls, whom these wicked people would take away if missionaries 
'ere not there to protect them. There are no English soldiers or 
olicemeu there to keep them in order ; and were it not for God's care 
ver the missionaries they would soon be destroyed. Mi. Smith will 
jturn to Africa by the packet that leaves in April. 

From the Bahama islands we had some serious news lately. Mr. 
*avey, of Nassau, was visiting some of the out islands, seeing to the 
lurches and the native preachers, whom so many of you help to 
ipport by your New Year's Card contributions. The vessel sin which 
lese voyages are made are oflen small and inconvenient, and the storms 
se very suddenly in these parts, and are oflen very violent. This 
one of the regions of the world where hurricanes prevail. No storms 
hich we get in England, though they are dreadful sometimes, are to 
3 compared with these hurricanes in their force. Tou will see that 
issionaries going about in such places may be often in great danger, 
''ell, Mr. Davey was shipwrecked, and lost all his clothes, and books, 
id instruments he had with him. But his life was preserved. 
And now, dear children, continue to help this good work. Oh, I hope 
m will love God, hate all evil, trust in Jesus Christ, and do all you 
n to send his Grospel to the heathen. 

P. T. 

HiMkni HoQM, Moorgate Street. 
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THE LOVE OF CHBIST. 

The loTo of Christ stands so apart from all human affection, that man dc 
really beliove in its wondcrfiil scope and tenderness. Their ideas are very y 
and general, and exert little influence over the heart and life. When 
really seen in its glory, it becomes a living power to transform the souL 
following narrative of a Chinese missionary is told hy the Missumary Advoeffi 

Two boys, eight and ten years of age, were together in a catechetical < 
and one asked the other why Jesus came into the world and died. 

The other replied, " Well, I don't believe that. I do not believe any 
ever loved the world so well as that." 

" But," continued the other, " you must believe that, for the Book says i\ 
so, and you must believe the Book : the missionary does." 

" WeU, I do not," said the young ^* Thomas ; " and the teacher (the 
sionary) coming, ho asked, — 

"Teacher, do you believe what the Book says about Jesus Christ dying fo 
whole world?" 

" Yes I do," said the teacher. 

** Well, I do not," said the little fellow ; " for neither my brother, nw 
sister, nor my mother, who loves me very much, would ever die for me, i 
never heard of such love. I do not think it can be so." 

" But," replied the'missionary, " God did so love the world, and he loved 
and^ve himself for you." 

" This seemed to startle the child, and he asked : " Does Jesus Christ lovei 

"Yes," was the reply. 

" And does he love me now ? " 

"Yes." 

" And will he let mo know that he loves me ?" 

"Yes." 

" And will he hear me now ? " 

" Yes." 

" Well, then, teacher, won't you kneel down with me, and I will pray 
here?" 

So, all kneeling together, he began : " O Jesus, mvBook says, and my tet 
says, that you died for me, and tlmt you love me. He says he believes it, 
do not hardly believe it yet. If you do love me, won't you make it appeal 
you love me ?" 

Thus prayed this little pagan boy. Who, like him, will go to Jesus, an 
him all his fears, and unbelief, and wants ? 
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PBAYING AND DOING. 

3S tho poor children who haven't got any beds to-night," prayed a little 
before be lay down in his nice warm cot, on a cold windy nigbt. As he 

I his knees, his motber said, " You have just asked God to bless the poor 
: what will you do to bless them ? " 

•>j thought a moment. ** Why, if I had a hundred cakes, enough for all 

lies, I'd give tbem some." 

you have no cakes : what are you willing to do ?" 

Ty wben I get money enough to buy all my things that I want, and ha«re 

T, 1*11 give them some." 

you haven't half enough money to buy all you want, and perhaps never 

> : wb8t viiil jou do to bless the poor now ?" 

jive them some bread." 

have no bread : tho bread is mine." 

I I could earn money, and buy a loaf myself." 

I things as they are now ; you know what you have that is ybur own : 
you willing to give io help the poor ? " 

Dy thought again. •* I'll give them half the money. I have seven pennies, 
»ive them four." 

* pennies wouldn't go far towards making a c^iild, so poor that it had no 
;omfortable and as well provided for as you are. Four pennies towards 
1 clothes, and books for such a one, and three pennies just for pencils and 
p yourself, don't seem fair.** 

I, motber, 1*11 give all my money, and I wish I had more to giye^" said 
fellow, as he took his good-night kiss. 

lere not older ones who ask God to bless a suffering world, yet seldom, if 
ik of lending a hand io the work themselves — whose prayers cost less than 

• alms ? The professing Christian pra\s, " Bless the heralds of the truth, 
t them success in their holy efforts. May the knowledge of the Gt)spelof 
d through the whole earth ! '* A good prayer ; but prayer must be con- 
ith doing. " Faith without works is dead, being alone.** What will you 
rajing friend, to bless the heralds of truth yourself? How much money 
give towards that support which is necessary to their success ? How 
)t>pels of life will you pay for, and send abroad into the r^ions of death ? 

"A MISSIONARY CHICKEN." 

3t Geiman boy, whose father, tho only support of the femily, is in the 
d a pullet given him last spring, and he devoted her to the missionary 
Uing her his " missionary chicken." All the eggs were sold, and the 
rought weekly to the Sabbath-school. The superintendent kept account 
d the result is two dollars and a-half. A larger sum than many 
members of our churdies have contributed in a year to send the Gto8\^l^ 
athen. — American Fapei\ 
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HTMNS TO BE SXTNG AT THE JXTVEETIiE MISSIONS 
SEBVICES, SUNDAY, APBII. 26, 1863. 

MISSIONARY CHANT. L.M. 




^m^iiuj \ m^m 



rr r r rT7 



i 



tof^' i f r rpi Hf^ rrrri"^ 



7^ 




f rrrrf r ^ 



j- gj -iaj i J 



HYMN I. 
Tone, Madrid, 



1 Come, oh come, wifch sacred lays : 
Sound we God Almightjr'g praise. 
Come, ye sons of human race, 

In this chorus take your place ; 
And, amid the mortal throng^ 
Be ye masterd of the song. 

2 Angels and celestial powers. 
Be the noblest worship yours ; 
Let, in praise to God, the sound 
Bun a neyer-ending round ; 
That our song of praise may be 
Everlasting, as is He. 



3 From the earth's remotest end 
Let the voice of praise ascend ; 
Spreading wide from shore to s 
Let the ocean fulness roar ; 
Winds and clouds, as on ye mi 
Bear the mighty sound above. 

4 So shall He, from heaven's high 
On the earth his blessings pom 
All this huge wide orb we see 
Shall one choir, one temple, Tm 
Come, then, come in sacred la; 
Sound we God Almighty's pn 
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HYMN n. 


Tune, Bradford. 


1 Wlien first the Christian herald 


The idol altars trombled. 


To Britf^n's happy shore 


Unable to withstand. 


The tidings of a Saviour 


And long-benighted Britain 


With holy rapture bore. 


Shone forth a Christian land. 


Deep sunk in superstition 
Our rude forefathers lay ; 


3 Now, grateful for the blessings 


But Heaven's bright orb of glory 
Turned darkness into day. 


Britain to strangers owes. 
She lends her earnest labours 
To soften others* woes : 


2 Por soon as Jesu's banner, 


Their darkness she enlightens, 


Which o*er the heathen world 


Their ignorance dispels. 


Was marching on in triumph, 


And pours the>il of gladness 


. In Britain was unfurled. 


, Wherever woe prevails, 


HYM] 


N^ ni. 


Tone, OiiclieHer, 



X Onward, onward, men of heaven ; 

Bear the Gospel banner high ; 
Best not till its light is given — 

Star of every pagan sky : 
Send it where the pilgrim-stranger 

Faints beneath the torrid ray ; 
Bid the hardy forest-rauger 

Hail it, ere he fades away. 

2 Where the Arctic Ocean thunders. 
Where the tropics fiercely glow, 
Broadly spread its page of wonders, 
Brightly bid its radiance flow. 



India marks its lustre stealing ; 

Shivering Greenland loves its rays ; 
Afric, 'mid her deserts kneeling, 

lifts the untaught strain of praise. 

3 Rude in speech, or wild in feature. 

Dark in spirit though they be. 
Show that light to every creature — 

Prince or vassal, bond or free. 
Lo ! they haste to every nation : 

Host on host the ranks supply. 
Onward ! Christ is your salvation. 

And your death is victory. 



HYMN IV. 
Tune, Misswnary Chant. 

I Ye Christian heralds, go, proclaim I To distant climes the tidings bear. 

Salvation through Immanuers name : | And plant the Rose of Sharon th«c5b. 
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2 Hell shield you with a wall of fire, 
With flaming zeal your breasts inspire, 
Bid* raging winds their fury cease, 
And hush the tempest into peace. 



3 And when otir labours all are o'er, 
Then we shall meet to part no more-- 
Meet with the blood-bought throng, to 

fall, 
And crown our Jesus — Xiord of all! 



THE HAPPY LAND. 

Host littlo boys and girls can repeat the beautiful hymn commencing, " Thflrt 
is a happy land." I never hear it sung without thinking of a little giii ^ 
knew nothing of this happy land. 

I had once a class of German girls and boys, whom I loved very much; th«f 
were vcrj-- attentive, and seemed grateful for being taught, and glad to come to 
Sabbath-school and learn to sing and read about Jesus and the happy land. Oat 
day, after they had sung the h^mm which I am speaking of, I talked to ^hm 
about it, and asked them if they knew where it was. A bright-eyed little pA, 
certain she could tell, answered quickly, " Oh, BeuUehhnd" Poor child! Q** 
many was the happiest land to her, and it was difficult to make her nndenbai 
that there coidd be any better. But as she listened to the story of JeflU^ kiv 
he was once a child, how he loved little children while on earth, and how he W 
for them, and how happy the children are whom he has called to himself tf^ 
who sit at his feet and call that happy land where he dwells their home, fti 
him their Elder Brother, her earnest face and tearful eyes told how g^iit 
would be to be loved by Jesus ; and the purpose, I doubt not, was formed mliv 
little heart to try and be like him, that she might dwell with him for ever. "^9 
you not try to love and trust this Saviour, and pray that you and I aod fti* 
little German girl may so live on earth as to meet in that happy land, 

« Bless'd, bless'd for aye" ? 
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CHBIST VISITINa CHILDBEN. 

)X7B1NG the war in Germany, which succeeded the French revolu- 
I, great numbers of children were made orphans. In the village 
Weimar were sixty children who mourned the loss of both 
ents — war having slain their fathers, and sorrow, want, and 
^ase the mothers. John Ealk was the first to found an asylum 
these children, many of whom had become vagrants, and some 
Qinals. Gathered under his Christian influence some one of them 
I accustomed to ask a blessing at their meals. On one occasion, 
m one of the boys had said the pious grace, " Come, Lord Jesus, 
our guest, and bless what thou hast provided," a little fellow 
zed up and said : 

Do tell me why the Lor^ Jesus never comes P We ask him 
PY day to sit with us, and he never comes." 
Dear child, only believe, and you may be sure he will come, for 
loes not despise our invitation." 

I shall set him a seat," said the little fellow; and just then there 
a knock at the door, A poor, frozen apprentice entered, begging 
ight's lodging. He was made welcome : the chair stood empty 
bim; every child wanted him to have his plate; and one was 
anting that his bed was too small for the stranger, who was 
» touched by such uncommon attentions. The little one had 
3 thinking hard all the time: 

Jesus could not come, and so he sent this poor man in his place; 
bat it?" 

Tea, dear child, that is just it. Every piece of bread and every 
\k of water that we give to the poor, or the sick, or the prisoners, 
Jesus' sake, we give to him. 'Inasmuch as ye have done it 
3 one of the least of these my brethren, ye have done it unto 

he children sang a hymn of the love of God to their guest before 
r parted for the night, and neither he nor they we»re likely to 
et this simple Bible comment. 
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A LESSON FOB CHII.DBEN. 

A GBAtN of corn an infant's hand 

May plant upon an inch of land, 

Whence twenty stalks may spring, and yield 

Enough to stock a little field. 

The harvest of that field might then 

Be multiplied to ten times ten, 

Which, sown thrice more, would furnish bread . 

Wherewith an army might be fed. 

A penny is a little thing, 
Which e'en the poor man's child may fling 
Into the treasury of Heaven, 
And make it worth as much as seven. 
As seven ! nay, worth its weight in gold, 
And that increased a million fold. 
Por, lo ! a penny tract, if well 
Applied, may save a soul from hell. 
That soul can scarce be saved alone : 
It must, it will, its bliss make known. 
** Come," it will cry, " and you shall see 
What good things God hath done fop me," 
Hundreds that joyful sound may hear, 
Hear with their heart as well as ear ; 
And these to thousands more proclaim 
Salvation in the " Only Name ; " 
That " Only Name," above, below. 
Let Jews, and Turks, and Pagans know ; 
Till every tongue and tribe shall call 
On '* Jesus " as the Lord of all I 

James Moittgoicibi 



One 
Kalf-pezmy. 




. HEATON AND SON, 21, WAB.TVICK ULSlk, ^JSTLSKS^OSSS:^^*^^^ 



INDrVIDUAL EFFOBT of a SABBATH-SCHOOIi C 



At a meeting of the Sunday School Convention, held in Exeter Hall li 
Key. Professor N^el said, *' He had been three weeks in London, bat 
no sight BO splendid as that of the six thonaand cliildren, belonging to fortg 
gathered together on Sunday in Mr. Bpaigeon's Metropolitan Tabemach 
made the most beautiful concert, too, that he had ever heard : six thoiiaa; 
voices uniting'in singing to a beantiful melody, * Saviour, like a ahepherd 1 
Proceeding to speak of Switzerland, Proleasor N^l gave an illoatratia 
blessed influence of Sabbath-school instraction at ^feofcshatel. *' He had in 1 
a little girl, eleven years of age, about whom he had not thought or expeotet 
than any of the others. She attended for about two years, and was then o 
go home into the country. There was no Sunday-school in the village. Sh< 
vrant deeply, and said to herself, 'As there is no school, I must open oi 
spoke to the little girls of the village, telling them of the school in Kenfehi 
asking, ' Will you not come to me next Sunday? and we will pmy together, 
hymns, and read the Bible, as they do in Neufchatel.' They respondec 
request ; the first time five or six, then ten or twelve, ^en twenty or mor 
then the elder girls of the village went with little girls — having obtained pem 
and at length the dear girl of eleven years saw aroimd her every Snnday an 
forty children from six to fifteen years of age. She read the Bible to thenii 
them hymns, and jxrayed with them. Her mother said she sometimea Usten 
behind the door, and could never hear her tittle girl reading and praying ^ 
shedding tears. Christmas Eve came for these villagers as for the whcb 
That evening the school-children of Neufchatel used to have a greet treaii 
bling, dressed in their best clothes, in a brilliantly lighted and beautifully li 
church, their faces lit up with joy, and every eye shining like a star, hki 
make the treat as complete as possible, every scholar reoeived from till I 
tendent a tittle book written expanessly for the occasion. Kow thta litlb ( 
scholar would not let Chiiatmas Eve pass over without any treat ; and ai I 
no tittle books to give to the children, she thought to read to them the onBi 
received the previous year. Her purpose becoming known, the parenti 
scholars resolved to go also. Distress fell upon the tittle girl when she tti 
praying and si>eaking before adults. What was she to do? She thogfl^ 
should be a blessing to them, I must not refuse. But cannot I get my father 
and help me? He has always laughed at me and my Sunday-school, but ye 
ask him. He could not resist her entreaties, and! the consequence was thaih 
brought to love Jesus. If a little girl could do so much, what might no 
Christian do for the glory of the blessed Saviour ?" 






Mission House, and the room where a considerable number 
annual meetings are held. It is in this room that, now foi 
years, that interesting prayer-meeting is held, of which many 
readers have heard, and which some of them have, we hi 
tended ; which at least many of them will, we trust, attend 
years go on, and those who now are young take in their t 
places of those who are called to the upper sanctuary. This i 
is one of the most interesting of all the meetings. It ie 
ductory and .preparatory to the rest ; and there, for the fin 
all the brethren assemble, greeting each other in the name 
Lord, and commending the beloved mission to the care and 1 
of the Father who is in heaven. At the time we write the 
meeting this year has not been held ; but our venerated fri< 
Hoby, who has been for so many years a devoted friend of t 
sion, is expected to take the chair ; and doubtless he will 
rounded by many honoured and beloved brethren whose na 
known even to the youngest in our congregations. I^ot onl 
prayer-meeting held in the Library, the annual meeting of th 
bers of the Society is also held th^e. This meeting is o: 
interesting than the prayer-meeting. At this important ga 
the affairs of the Society are fully discussed, and the oflScc 
Committee for the new year appointed. We are sorry to i 
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bhe income, ifc is only right to add, that the income for last year 
was unusually large, through several extraordinary receipts, and 
•pecially through a large gift by one of the Society's oldest friends 
who has since gone to his reward. Still, any decrease of income is 
A thing to be mourned over, and we trust that our young friends 
will do their part, as we feel assured that their parents and teachers 
will, to take care that the Mission shall be maintained in its full 
efficiency. 

We hope that at the beginning of this year those of our young 
friends who know the privilege of praying to God — and we believe 
that many of them pray to him — will join in offering their prayers for 
Gh)d's blessing on the labours of the beloved missionaries. Wo know 
tiiat " praying breath is never spent in vain ;" and we are sure that 
tiie prayers of the youngest, if offered in faith, will be listened to by 
our heavenly Father. 



'WHOM THE LORD LOVETH HE CHASTENETHJ 

A STOEY FOE STJFFEEINa CHILDEEN. 



Robin Hood— not the famous outlaw, 
Init a little nineteenth-century boy who 
bare that name — was cross, very cross 
Indeed, on a certain evening in the month 
of May, 186—, and the reason— if reason 
there can be for that kind of madness — 
VIS as follows : Jim and Fred, his two 
bothers, had been taken to hear a lec- 
ture, illustrated by a first-rate panorama, 
and he, Robin, could not join them, 
becaujBe, as his little sister Lizzie would 
hAYe said, he was bearing " one of God's 
•fflictions." 

Let us look upon Robin as he sits there 
in the firelight — ^for even in May they 
luve fires in that northern Blankshire — 
let ua study our " hero " while he rests 



on that little sofa, with his leg on a 
pillow. We have here a pale chUd, with 
larKe eyes and soft light brown hair, 
with a wrinkle almost big enough to 
adorn the forehead of a grandfather on 
his brow, and a mouth like a snapdragon. 
There he sits with a cushion behind him, 
and a pile of new books in his lap, with 
a darling mamma, in a white cap and 
grey silk dress, exactly opposite, and a 
little sister, with long, wavy hair, and a 
smile like a sunbeam, playing one of his 
favourite tunes on the piano ; but he is 
not happy. Who in the world can be 
happy when he is cross? 
The music ceases, and Lisette, on dis* 
I covering that her efforts (^ «5ss»sRi Xs^s^ 
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brother are luuraooesaful, moyes quietly 
abont the room, which, as perhaps I 
ought to have told you before, is a very 
pretty one, with a grey and gold paper 
on the walls, a blue and brown carpet on 
the floor, and long white muslin curtains 
by the windows. The glow of a bright 
fire falls on chairs, tables, sofas, otto- 
mans, and musical instruments, which 
would not disgrace the boudoir of a 
princess ; but, in the midst of all, Bobin 
Hood is unhappy. We discover this from 
the peevish tone in which he asks why 
the servants don't bring candles, pouting 
all the while at the cheery little blaze 
that is doing its utmost to illuminate the 
room. 

" What a silly thing a fire is in May I *' 
he remarks, as Lisette comes forward. 
" I can never away with it ! '* 

Liselte smiles, but says nothing; for 
she does not wish to vex him by contra- 
dictions : but her face, as she sits at her 
mother's feet, is tmned approvingly to- 
wards the blaze, as if to say, " I love it," 
while a voice which we have not hoeurd 
before sings, sweet and low, how, — 

" Ere the evening lamps at lighted. 
And, like phantoms grim and tall. 
Shadows from the fitful firelight 
Dance nnon the narlour wall.'* 



two or three shades less of the 
dragon in his face. "At leas 
can't:** and he wipes away a i 
large that he is obliged to dry hi 
on his jacket after removiiig it 
Hood seldom cries, for his brothei 
taught him to regard the act of '^ 
as altogether unworthy of his bo; 
but on certain occasions — ^when he 
a limb, for example— he is kn( 
express his feelings by shedding t< 
"Mamma!" says Lisette, in aw 
" Bob is crying. May I just go a] 
him?" 

**Not yet," said her mother 
these tears will do him good.** 

Mrs. Hood was right; for f 
portion of the crossness disappe 
Bobin, staring thoughtfully at 1 
let the big drops fall down on his 
Some inward struggle was resuli 
his gradual release from disconten 
the frown was fading and the ui 
receding steadily. 

And here let me tell you wh 
may not have suspected, namely 
Bobin Hood had begun to love 
and was commonly a praying child 
carriage accident which had led 
breaking a limb had been regards 
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ye have forgotten the exhorta- 
Lch speaketh unto you as unto 
, My son, despise not thou the 
ag of the Lord, nor famt when 
. rebuked of him : for whom the 
'ethhechasteneth, andscourgeth 
a whom he receiveth.'* 
3se words met Robin's ear all the 
Left his face, and a smile, half- 
■-joyful, came in its stead. 
; good !" he exclaimed. "Will 
i it again, dear mamma, with 
ore just like it?*' and as the 
ords were repeated the boy's 
ew brighter yet, and his simple 
ce more laid hold of the great 
lat the Lord pitieth them that 

!emed hard just now,** he whis- 

i his mother bent over him, " for 

i to hear about Africa ; but I 

it was all for the best." 

n sure of it. God is teaching 

ence." 

you think I shall ei^er quite give 

ig cross ?'* asked Robin pre- 

pe so. If you pray for the Holy 
teaching, taking Christ as your 
you must conquer.** 
11 try, then,** said Robin cheer- 



fully. "And now, mother, could you 
teU me about Dr. Livingstone, so that I 
may be able to imderstand what Fred 
and Jim talk about with papa to-morrow 
morning at breakfast?" 

Ten minutes later, and a happy group 
was gathered round the little table by 
the couch, where Dr, Livingstone — re- 
presented by his book, and assisted by 
Mrs. Hood — entertained Robin and 
Lisette till bed-time came, all too soon, 
to close the evening. 

Next morning, as, according to cus- 
tom, all tbe household assembled to 
repeat and read portions of Scripture 
and worship God, a weak voice from 
one end of the breakfast-table said, 
"Despise not thou the chastening of 
the Lord, nor faint when thou art re- 
buked of him, for whom the Lord loveth 
he chcisteneth." That was Robin Hood's 
text. He had received it as a message 
from God the night before, and in the 
morning he repeated it with grateful 
pleasui-e. And when everybody but bim 
had knelt to pray, the boy's face wore a 
smile, for "he endured as seeing Him 
who was invisible." 

Ah ! how much better was this than 
being "cross"! 



MISSIONAEY NEWS. 

I is tbe month, as I dare say you very well know, when the 
ts of the Society for the year are made u^. k. ^^r^ \Kt^^«e^ 
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of all that is received for that time comes in during the month of 
March. "Well, then, I suppose you would like to know how the year 
ends ; whether there has been as much money received as there has 
been paid away. The difference between the receipts and the pay- 
ments is called the balance in the accounts. Now it so happens that 
the balance this year is against the Society ; that is, the Treasorar, 
Sir Morton Peto, has not had enough money to pay for missionariea, 
native preachers, schools, printing the Bible, vndows and orphaiu, 
secretaries and clerks, by nearly twelve hundred pounds ! Such i 
thing as this has not happened for many years, and all of you 
will say. How ever is this ? Oh, I am so sorry ! Can't we do some- 
thing next year to prevent it happening again ? 

To be sure you can ; and that is just what I want to liaye a few 
words with you about. You have done a good deal before, and of 
course you can do it now. What has been done once can be done 
again. 

In looking over the contributions for Native Preachers^ which aw 
yours especially, I find there has been a falling-off these past two 
years. Listen to what follows. In 1859 you gave for this pmpoae 
£455 8s. 9d.; in 1860, £438 4s. 6d. ; in 1861, £517 18s. 4d.; in 
1862, £383 8s. 5d. ; in the present year, £369 lis. 4d. Twoyeia 
ago you gave most, your contributions having then exceeded thoae 
of this year by £148 7s. That is a very great falling-off indeed. 
It is nearly £3 per week ; almost ten shillings every day of tiie 
year! 

Well, now, how has this happened ? Do you feel less interested 
in the native preachers than you did three years ago P O no, we 
don't, you say. I am bound to believe you, and I do. But tiw 
does not answer the question. Ah! the Lancashire distress, isitf 
And so you have been giving your money to help the poor distressed 
workpeople down in the North ? And who can wonder that you 
should give your money to help them, when you heard of thousuids 
of children like yourselves starving for want of bread, whose parentir 
before they would accept any relief at all, sold all their fumitorei i 
and almost all their clothes ? These poor people have behaved BoblVr 
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md deserve all the sympathy which has been shown to them by the 
Queen's subjects at home and in the colonies. 

But still it won't do, you know, to let the Mission suffer because 
these people are in distress. It was right, very right, to help them ; 
* but these things ye ought to have done, and not to have left the 
other undone." Can we do both ? you all cry out. To be sure you 
can. How ? do you say ? Why, by making an extra sacrifice. It 
can't be done vnthout that, I know. Tet I trust you are willing to 
DQUike it, and then your contributions will be equal to what they were 
in 1861. 

Prom a letter written by Mr. Puller, of Cameroons, to Mrs. Saker, 
I learn that the young people there are going on well. He says, 
^ It will, I know, rejoice your heart to hear that Tuto was baptized 
an the 28th December last, with four others ; namely, Ndi, your 
former boy ; Lorg Nyamsey ; Qua, whose wife was baptized before 
f ou left ; and Mwenge, Ndondoke*s girl. You will also be glad 
to know that our inquirers' class is still interesting. There are nine 
persons in it at present." 

And turning away from Africa, I will take you out to India ; and 
Rrhen we have landed at Calcutta we will go up the great river 
Ghmges, as far as Agra ; and there we shall find the Eev. J. G-. 
Ghregson. I have a letter from him before me. He shall talk to us 
n that letter. Well, now, listen to what he says. 

" When preaching the other day in the bazaar, I was arguing with 
I Hindoo upon the difference between the mind of man and the 
nind of an animal. Whilst explaining to him that conscience of 
nan determined between right and wrong, which the beasts could 
lot do, a large monkey came jumping along the front of the shop, 
tnd snatching a fine-coloured cap from a boy's head, he sat down in 
he balcony opposite to me, and began tearing it up. The arrival of 
UMnuman (monkey-god) turned the argument in my favour. I at 
»nce called upon the crowd to look at Hunuman, their god, and see 
irhat he had done ; and I asked whether he had not stolen the boy's 
iap, which action would have been a theft had a man done it. 
Several cried out at once, * Yes, sahib : your words are true ta-dsw^^ V 



64 THX JUyXKILB ICTBBIONABY HXSAIiD. 

For just when you said that animals were unconscious of crimes 
monkey came and proved your words true.' And so my oppc 
walked away as quickly and as quietly as possible." 

But I must not go on any more, else I shall take up all the n 
zine. So, having said these things, let me exhort you to begii 
new financial year with fresh zeal, that your contributions for n 
preachers may reach the noble sum they did in 1861. 

ICfltion House, Moorgate Street. 



KABEHANA; 

OB, THE LESSON A KAOBI TAUGHT. 



Let me tell jou a story of an event which happened in New Zed 
CQiiQtry far, far away. 

New Zealand, you must know, is a wild, beautiful country, and is coyere 
bush. What they call a bueh out there is not what we call a " bush " at ' 
but it is like a dense forest, with beautiful tall trees which never shed their 
and look as green in the depth of winter as they do in the height of su 
When trayellers want to go on foot from one settlement to another a long d 
o£^ they haye to trayel through the bush ; and perhaps there is no traok ma 
each one of the party takes a tomahawk, and they cut away the supple-jaol 
brushwood which obstruct their way, and so clear a passage. Then, as the^ 
ney forward, they strike away at a great number of trees with their tomaha 
they pass, so that when they return they may be able to find their way b] 
marks on the trees, where the bark is stripped down or cut off. But Bv 
trayeUers like to get hold of a Maori — that is, a natiye of New 2Miand- 
their guide, because the natives have been so accustomed to travel where the 
man has never set his foot, that they know almost by instinct how to Sm 
way through the densest and most difficcdt bosh-country. A party of six Ei 
men started off one day to go to a settlement about a hundred and fifty mili 
and as they knew nothing of the country through which they were to paai 
got a native, named Kardiana, to be their guide. Now these six Englishmei 
gentlemen ; they had all been to school in their young days, had all recetvedi 
education, and had enjoyed the privileges which belong to the inhabitants d 
is called a Christian country. Poor Karebana had been brought up as a si 
had been taught when quite young to Icam the war-dance, and to believe th 
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graatest mmm was the greatest man. He had heard nothmg of hewren, known 
nothini^ of the happiness of home, as we understand it, when he was yoong, bat 
had mixed with ignorant, barbarous people. But eome missionaries managed to 
get hold of Earehana ; they told him the *' sweet story of old, how Jesus was here 
among men ; " they taught him to read, and took no end of pains in mvkiilg him 
a good, and civilized, and useful man. 

Well, on the first night that these six trayellers were out on their jourbdy, when 

the sun had gone down behiud the hills, and the myriad birds of the bush had sung 

their oTening hymn, they had to think about camping for the night. Earehana 

sdected a capital spot for them. There was a nice little open space^ and a belt of 

splendid big trees all round, and the spaces between the trees were filled up with 

shrubs and fern-trees. The party soon get to work to make a big bush-fire. A 

glorious thing is a bush-fire, boys ! it is worth a thousand of these coal-fiies in 

small, miserable grates. Soon their pot was put on to boil water for tea, the birds 

thr^ had shot on the journey were quickly plucked and stuck upon sticks to roast^ 

and a fallen tree was dragged up to the fire for their seats. While cookmg waa 

going on, some of the party collected leaves, and small twigs of trees, to make 

themselres a children-in-the-wood sort of bed for the night. When supper was 

oyer, and the party felt tired with their day's exertions, they resolved to " turn in" 

for the night. Blankets were spread over the leaves and twigs, and with many a 

sparkling joke and hearty laugh at the novelty of the scene, the six Englishmen 

settled down in their blankets for the night. But what of Karehana ? He spread 

his blankets in the same way, but before he *' tamed in'' he sat himself down by 

the Uazing logs, took out a little Testament from his breast-pocket, and by the 

light of the bush-fire read his evening portion. The Englishmen saw the action, 

and their jokes and laughter ceased. When Karehana had finished reading, he 

pat the little book back into his pocket, and taming round, he knelt down beside 

the fisUen tree, and prayed. Ail was still and quiet : only just a faint breese 

stirred the trees : the only noise was the occasional crackle of the fire and the cry 

nf the owls. 

But the Englishmen heard a sound they never expected to hear in that wild, 
untrodden bush. It was Karehana's prayer. He prayed aloud ; oh, such a sim- 
ple^ beantifol prayer! He thanked Grod for not letting him live and die a sava^. 
EEe blessed him that the white man had come over to the island, and taught hun 
and his people the glad tidings of great joy ; and he asked God to watch over all 
Aie party that night, and keep them in safety, and lead them all through their 
joomey of life, until Maori and European, all nations, and peoples, and tongues, 
ihonld praise his name in heaven. And then Karehana went to bed. 

Kot a word more was spoken by any of the party thst night-, and next d»j no 
inention was msde by any one of them as to the beautiful and simple act of wor- 
sh^ of their guide. After a long day's joumey, they came again to a haltiog-j^aoe, 
ind they selected just as good a spot as they had done the fki^bt VMi&st^ NflVv^ 
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the time for retiring to rest oame, there was a panse in ooifreraatioD, and 
looking into the fire. 

£[arehana was tired, and with yery little ceremony he withdrew from th 
pasy to the opposite side of the fire, and took out his hook to read. 

When he had finished reading he tamed round, as he had done the night 
and knelt down to praj. One of the Englishmen followed his example, ax 
another and another, until in less than a minute they were all kneeling dowi 
their fallen tree ! It was a strange sight, but a stranger lesson, that the once 
Maori should set such an example to the ciTilized Englishmen. And all t 
their long journey, night after night, they kept up the practice, and some ( 
all through life will remember and perseyere in the good lesson tau 
Karehana. 

Now, boys, do not you be ashamed to act the part of Karehana, if y 
placed in such circumstances. Only be ashamed of fearing man more than 
Teacher^s Offering, 



MABY WABBEN AND THE BIBLE. 

LiTTLB Mary Warren loved the Bible. She had been taught in the S 
school to love it, and her mother had often read to her some Wutifol stoj 
its pages. But her father, I am sorry to say, though a good man in many n 
was not a Christian. He loved his little Mary dearly, but he did not 1 
Bible. Mary, though young, was an observant child, and had often the 
strange that her fiftther never read from her favourite book. Her moth 
allowed her to spend a few days with an uncle, who resided some miles h 
city. He was a Christian ; and it was his custom, morning and evening, t< 
chapter from the Bible, and ask G-od*B blessing upon the labours and dutie 
day. Mary was delighted with thi?, and when she returned home she remc 
it. In the evening, when her father and mother were seated at the tat 
before the time for her to say " Gk>od night," she went to the stand, lifting 
a large Bible, carried it to her father, and laying it on his knee, said, " 
won't you ask God to bless us, too, as uncle John did?" The fiither and 
looked at their darling child, and then at each other, and both burst int< 
He took the Bible, opened it^ and with a broken voice and faltering tongi 
the chapter, "Let not your heart be troubled;" and that night Little 
ftttlier offered up the first prayer his heart had lifted up to Q-od since his chi 
Bat it was not the last, for little Mary had the pleasure of hearing her &th 
to Cbd every morning and evening from that time to the close of his lifSs. 
the Bible^ dear childwn, and try to get others to love it too. 
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)o yoa know what the world would be without the Bible ? You haye all heard 
;he heathen, buried in ignorance and sin. They haye no Bible to teach them of 
d, as a kind, loving Father in heaven. They have idol-gods of their own, aiid 
y think, to please them, they must become worse instead of better. Mothers 
5t throw their children into the G-anges. Men must fall before a great car, and 
'er its wheels to pass over them and crush them to death. But our G-od asks 
such sacrifices as this. The only one he demands is a broken and contrite 
rt, a meek and lowly spirit; and it is the Bible that teaches us of him. Then 
in I ask, dear children, do you love this precious book ? 



A HOPE FOB ETEBNITY. 



JoME time since, as a Christian missionary was travelling in India, he came to 
3tired spot, where, at some distance before him, he saw a man on the ground 
>arently asleep. At first sight he supposed that the individual was one of those 
gious devotees so frequently to be met with in India, who, wearied with the 
gues of his pilgrimage, had lain him down to rest. As he approached nearer, 
yever, he thought the man appeared to be in pain ; and on reaching the place 
ere he lay, he discovered that he was in the agonies of death. Anxious, if 
isible, to afford some consolation to a fellow-mortal in the hour of his extremity, 
I missionary knelt by the side of the sufferer, and addressing him in the native 
guage, said, ^* Brother, what is your hope for eternity?" The dying man 
!ned his eyes with an expression of surprise and pleasure, and faintly whispered, 
?he blood of Jesus Christ, his Son, cleanseth from all sin." 
BCe could say no more, for the tide of life was fast ebbing, and in a few moments 
9 spirit of that poor and lonely wanderer was before the throne of Q-od. 
Lb the missionary gazed upon the lifeless corpse, his eye rested on a piece of 
9er which the dying man had kept firmly grasped in his hand; and on exam- 
itionhe found that it was a single leaf of the Bengali New Testament, containing 
) verse which the expiring Hindoo had repeated as the confession of his faith. 
le mingled feelings of joy and sadness which filled the heart of the missionary, 
he pursued his journey, may be more easily imagined than described. 
Young reader, what is your hope for eternity ? You have not a leaf of the 
ble only, but the whole Bible : will your answer be as ready and beautiful as 
? 



\ 
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THE HEATHEN CHUJ^'S SONG; 

OB,** GOME OYER AND HELP VS." 

Wsgace upon the beaateoos eartb| 
mth iu trees and flowers fair ; 

We hear the gushmg of its streuns ; 
And we breathe its bahny air. 

Weffaze upon the wondrous sky, 
mth its many stars and bright ; 

We see the glorious sun by day. 
And the silvery moon by night. 

But erer our lires are mournful^ 

And eyer we fear to die ; 
For wicked are we and guUty, 

And our souls in darkness lie. 

We sigh for light, and peace, and hope ; 

But eyer we sigh in vain ! 
Our gods of wood and stone are made. 

And they never heed our pain. 

We have heard of a land afar, 

Beyond the billowy seas. 
Where One true Hying Gk>d is known, 

Erom whose presence darkness flees. 

We have heard of a precious word 

He has given to children there^ 
Richer by far than ruby bright, 

Or jewels that princes wear. 

We have heard that it speaks of a Friend 

Almighty to save from woe. 
And a home of bliss beyond the grare 

Where all that love Him shall go. 

Would we were there, in that blest land, 
If Him we but there mipht find ; 

Or would He were here, with pity deep) 
And a heart all vast and kind ! 

Oh ! will not the happy children there 
The leaves for our healing send. 

That we their holy Gk>d may know, 
And their Saviour make our Friend P 
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"I WISH TO KNOW MOBB OP JESUS," 

ITTLB Jewish boy came to Mr. G-ans, one of the missionaries 

: the Jews, and asked him for a book. 

have many little books," said the missionary : " which book do 

ish to have ?" 

should like to have one in which something is said of Christ." 

ave you a ISTew Testament ?" 

Bs, sir : I have the whole Bible." 

you read the New Testament you will find in it all thftt we 
about the Lord Jesus Christ." 

io so in the school as well as at home ; but I wish to know 
ling more of him than what I read in the New Testament." 
Tiat do you wish to know more of him ?" 
p^ish to know what he did while he was still a boy." 
)u will find this in the New Testament." 

Glans then opened the Bible, and let the boy read the account 
is given of the Lord Jesus when he was twelve years of age. 
jr reading this the boy said, " I know all this, but I wish to 
something more of Jesus." 

missionary then said that this was all that we knew of the 
Dod of Christ, except what is related about his birth. He then 
i him that enough is given in the word of God to make certain 
vation of the soul. After exhorting him to seek Jesus, he gave 
)me tracts. The little boy began to read them directly he 

from the missionary, and we hope his search after truth met 

blessing. 

thou seekest her as silver, and searchest for her as for hid 
res, then shalt thou understand the fear of the Lord, and find 
owledge of God." 
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WHO LIVES FOB SELF? 

" Not for myself alone I live," 
Exclaimed a dew-bespangled flower : 
" To bee and insect food I give, 
And earth with fragrant beauty dower.*' 

** 'Tis not to self I pay my vows," - 
Eejoined the widely branching tree : ' 
" The birds are lodged amid my bonghSy 
And 'neath my shade man hastes with glee." 

^* ISTot for myself I sparkle clear," 
The mountain-streamlet laughing cried : 
^* Man, beast, and fish, my waters cheer. 
And add their mite to ocean wide." 

^* I live not for myself alone ; " 
So warbled forth the soaring bird : 
" God's praise inspires my every tone. 
While man to hope and joy is stirred." 

Then not to self, ah, not to self. 
Let thinking souls devote their powers. 
But, spurning folly, ease, and pelf, 
!For God and man employ their hours 1 



One 
Half-penny. 
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YOTJ HAVE NO INFLUENCE I 

Who any 6 ho has no influence? Does any boy or girl nj that? Does anyone 
believe it ? 

Do you say, "I ani but a ehild, and what can I do? How can I exert any 
influence?'' Listen to the story we have to tell, and see. 

A gcutlcnion once took a steamer for a distant town. As he went on board a 
stninger came to him, and asked if he would bo so kind as to take charge [of a 
boy ten or twelve years of age. 

The gentleman assented, and selected for the boy a berth directly under la 
own. 

Early in the evening they went into the cabin, and there, close by their berths, 
wei-c a company of men gambling, with their money lying around the table befon 
them. 

The gentleman, seeing tliis, immediately asked the boy if he had not better 
retire. He did not wish him to stop and witness such wickedness. The boy wd 
he thought he had. He went to his berth, took off his jacket, and, aceonfiiv 
to hi» custom at home, knelt down quietly to say to himself his ovening prayer. 

One of the gamblers saw it, and, springing to his feet and smiting both hudi 
upon his breast, exclaimed, ^ My God! I cannot stavd that '^^ and immedisfaiif 
turned away, leaving the cards and money upon the table. One after anothor d 
his gambling companions (luietly followed him, till every one had left the eilOr 
and the gambling was broken up! 

That boy was but a child, and it was but a little thing he had done, yet vW 
a mighty influence he exerted ! Had the gentleman Who had charge of tins k^i 
or a minister of the Gospel even, remonstrated with these wioked men, thej mi^ 
have laughed them to scorn ; it might have been "casting pearls before swrneL" Bit 
that simple act of a child no doubt recalled their own tender childhood, and ib* 
earnest instructions of their pious mothers, and they were convicted and overwhefanod 
with a sense of their guilt. 

O children I you can, and you do daily exert a mighty influence, for good or for 
evil, upon your associates and all around you. Be careful, then, what you do. Kefff 
be afraid to do what Ib right. Had that Uttle boy felt ashamed before those wicked 
men to do what he knew was right, those men would have continaed their par 
bling. 

The Psalmist says, " Out of the mouth of babes and sucklings hast thoa odained 
strength, because of thine enemies : that thou mightest still the enemy and tki 
avenger.'' 






|J!:'|..V-^^ 

III" ■;■ '!:■ 



■W'V 
•::'!!■■ 



'p ;: 



''.Ml!::"-;;; I 

I'V 




'-i.iAo xw.v^xxu 



' reoccupied, with encouragiDg prospects, by our brother Mr. 1 
; In a recent letter from Mr. Peacock wo learn that the 
I around Bimbia is under the government of two native kin^ 
} Bell and King Aqua. These two kings are now at war, and 
i is endeavouring to destroy the other ; so that w^e may easilj 
i stand some of the difficulties with which the missionary has 
I tend. Mr. Peacock has, however, entered on his work wii 
zeal. His hopes of success seem especially to be with the yc 
the older people are so sunk in degradation and wickedness 
difficult, if not hopeless, to induce them to listen to the Gosi 
, his last letter he states especially the need he has for native 
I The natives, he tells us, can better endure the climate t 
i Europeans. " A European may be well to-day, and to-mo 
I laid aside by sickness." Native agency, says our brother, is 
I likewise, " because whatever might happen to Europeani 
I would, with native agents, always be a spark left behind tin 
I at some future time break forth into a flame and consume tl 
I ranee around." What Mr. Peacock says is true of all mil 
j stations ; but it is especially true of Africa. Let us pray t 
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"COME TO JESUS NOW!' 



►ne of tho newest suburbs of a 

icturing town in S shire, stands 

'■ house, with large windows, and a 
door, and a walled court-yard, 
an elm-tree at the end of it ; and 
from the ugly house — in fact, so 
as to lie every evening in the 
of the elm — is a pretty house, 
breUised porch, and Venetian shut- 
id a garden before the door, and 
lioned curtains of white dimity at 
yev windows. 

not long ago, as surely as the sun 
tting, and as surely as the long 
' of the old tree lay on the grass, 
ight see a child playing in that 
; a merry child, as you could 
T his shout of glee when he hit his 
or sent his shuttle-cock into the 
rms of the elm tree that waved 
aim ; a child beloved, as you might 
yy the gentle word of sympathy or 
1 that came now and again from 
3n window of a parlour in which a 
iiired man sat reading tranquilly. 
,sant thing it was to look upon, 
the boy, growing weary at last, 

sit on the ledge of that window 
atch the moon rising slowly from 

1 the town. "Then golden hair and 
ere mingled, as the child, leaning 
father's shoulder, told all about 

jry of his day at the school hard 
r the ugly house is no other than 
chool building), sang softly his 
ig hymn, and wondered if in all 
>rld there could be anything more 



delightful than talking at such an hour 
with such a father. 

You will see from all this that Charles 
Scott was not exactly what people call a 
common child. Yet he was by no means 
more clever or better-looking than chil- 
dren generally; and I am inclined to think 
that the cause of that happy union of 
love of fun and love of thought which I 
have remarked in him was simply the 
result of constant intercourse with his 
father, a Christian minister, who, after a 
I long period of service in a distant country, 
had returned to his native land, bringing 
with him the only surviving child of six 
who once played together at a mother's 
knee. They were in heaven now— the 
mother and tho children — all eave 
Charles ; and often in the twilight the 
father spoke of those who had gone 
before, and prayed that the boy might 
with him be prepared for "home." 

But Charlie, although, as I said, a 
thoughtful boy, had not yet sought the 
pardon of his sins, and an entrance into 
rest through Jesus. There was time 
enough, ho would think, as he listened to 
his father, for he was young and a long 
life was before him — at least he hoped so. 
In his manhood he would probably decide 
for Christ and become a preacher, but at 
present he was " only a boy." 

But one evening in June, as Charlie 
sang his hymn with his usual earnest' 
ness, his father resolved to preach him 
a little sermon, in the hope that by the 
blessing of God he might be CQn.vi3&i»^ 



74 



THE JUVENILE MISSIOKABT HBKAI»B. 



that the only time of which lie could be 

sure was IToiv / 

" FcMTgire me. Lord, for thy dear Son, 
The ills that I this day have done. 
That with Ihe wo*ld, myself, and the«, 
I, ere I sleep, ot ptjiite may he, 

"Teach me to ii^a tliitt mny dread 
Thcs grukio as little as my bod ; 
Twdi mt La dfe, tkat so I may 
llite glurjntii at ihe judgmenf day." 

Snch wci-e the wordi vhicsh rose on the 
OTeningnii-, jmd seemed to float amongst 
the leiivea o£ the gmnd old tree that was 
always talking to itself, or to the wind, 
Charlie didn't know which. They were 
used as a text for the little " sermon," of 
which I sbftll only b^ Able to give you the 
* * heads. " These were as follows. 

1. *' It 13 a great joy to be at peace with 
God." 

2. *' Peace with God can be obtained 
only through Christ." 

3. "Those who have not peace with 
God have good reason to fear the grave." 

4. "Those who have peace with God 
are safe for ever." 

Very simple and beautiful was the 
sermon, veiy touching the closing sen- 
tence, "Come to Jesus now." 

I do not wonder that the boy wept on 
his fitther'a jihoulder sb he listened, or 
that when be went np-stuirB to his own 
little room his first act was to kneel 
down and pray. 

A i-eal prayer, a ciy for mercy, was 
that which rose to God tlirough the open 
window of Cliaiiii^b i. um that night. 
His father, wrestling like another Jacob, 
. had prevailed : the Spirit of God had, in 



aTVBW«r io hii cry iiiacle Hie 
words effective. The invit^itio 
iwv} Itiid been brought home w 
t'j the hitherto deJaying liGari 
boy, trusting only in Jesus, 
saved. 

Lying down on his bed tl 
Charlie wondered how he c 
have been content to live wit 
peace with God of which he hi 
much and thought so little. 

He was so happy that lie coul 
sleep and when Lis father goin^ 
tlr \, n rM ]vck, came in, as us\ 
that he was safe, a pair of b: 
met his, and a voice from the 
" Papa, / Jiave found peace /" 

It was a holy time. Very si 
brokenly the boy told of the ef 
the little sermon had ]n'oducec 
Tiiiud, of the prayer wlijoh l-elii 
itriii the answer wblchliad l>eeii 
while ]m father, kneeling doi 
bed J thanked God for his m 
' ' took cournge. It was midnij 
they parted ; for this new bond 
holy brofcherhood in Christ, gs 
ditional aweetiiesij to thc^ir in 
But at last they Klept, uiidor t 
fol eye of the Sleepless One in w 
were henceforth to dwell sec 
" as the apple of his eye," ai 
"beneath the shadow of h 
And while they slept there \» 
heaven "^'over a. sinner repentiu, 

Kext moraingf as Sarah tl 
keeper put back the Venetiai 
of Charlie's sleeping-room, she 
what she called " a new kind • 
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1 the face of her master's son, and, 
3nding over him, heard him say, " Come 
) Jesus now." 
» • # • 4( • • 

Is that all ? And are we to hear no 
lore ahout the elm-tree, and the garden, 
id the old housekeeper, and Mr. Scott, 
id Charlie ? I cannot telL Perhaps I 



may be able to write more on what Sai*ah 
calls " one of these odd days ; " but, for 
the present, I have said all that time and 
space will allow, and can only ask that 
my readers will, like Charlie, go up-stairs 
and pray over those concluding words of 
the " sermon," — 
"Come to Jesus nowl^'' 



MISSIONARY NEWS. 



THE MEETINGS. 



Instead of tidings from abroad, I think that, this month, I can 
iterest you by some account of the Annual Services, which were held 
uring the last week of April and the first day in May. 

The first service, to which we look forward with great interest, is 
be Prayer-meeting that is usually held in the Library of the Mission 
[ouse on the Thursday preceding the Mission Sunday, This year it 
'as conducted by our venerable friend Dr. Hoby, who gave an 
ddress on the occasion, rendered all the more solemn and impressive 
y the probability of its being the last which he would ever give. Dr. 
Eoby can look back on a long life spent in active service in Christ's 
ause, during which the Mission has always had his warmest support; 
nd now, in his old age, he shows that he loves it as much as ever, 
f those who have known the Mission almost from its beginning 
)ve it, you who help it now that it has been well tried, and who 
ear of success which its founders never saw, ought to love it heart 
nd soul ! On the evening of this day the Annual Meeting of the 
Jible Translation Society was held at Kingsgate Street Chapel, the 
lev. J. Russell in the chair. By the help of this Society the means 
re chiefly provided to carry on the work of translating and printing 
he Scriptures into the languages of India, Ceylon, and Western 
LJ&ica; a most important object; and I wish the friends of the 
lission mustered in larger numbers than they do. This year, how- 
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j ever, the meetiug was better and more animated than on some pre- 
vious occasions. 

On Lord's day, April 26th, sermons were preached in all tbe 

chapels in and about London on behalf of the Society. On account 

of this we call it the Mission Sunday, and a very good name it is for 

I that particular one. But who preaches all the sermons ? yon ask. 

' Perhaps you think the pastors of the churches meeting in these 

chapels do. No ; except in a few instances. The Committee ask 

i several ministers from the country, and the churches invite others ; so 

' that a large number of ministers from all parts of England, and some 

j from Wales and Scotland, are in London on this Mission Sunday. 

I By this means ministers and friends get to know each other, and 

i w4ien they come together they get good information from each other, 

j and thus the whole body of pastora and churches are united together. 

I But for this plan ministers and friends who know each other now, 

; and know how the Mission is going on, would never have known on« 

I another at all. 

On the Tuesday following the Mission Sunday, the s^uhscriben U> 
j the Society who feel disposed to attend assemble in the Library il 
! 10 o'clock, and after reading the Scriptures, singing, and prayer, » 
! chairman is elected for the day, and the business of the Annual 
. Members' Meeting begins. 

I The first thing is to choose the Committee for the coming year. ; 
I This is done by putting into the hands of each person present a | 
! printed list of names of gentlemen who have been nominated as ■ 
\ willing to serve. To this list each voter puts a mark opposite the ' 
names of those gentlemen he wishes to be elected. Then all these . 
papers are collected and examined, and those who have the highest ' 
number of votes are reported to be elected. The Committee used to 
number thirty-six: now it is increased to forty-eight. Then the | 
Treasurer and Secretaries are elected, and the accounts of moneyi 
received and moneys spent are presented. When all this is done one 
of the Secretaries reads a narrative of the proceedings of the Ccmi- 
mittee during the past year, which is prepared from the minute-book, 
which is a record of what is done at each meeting of the Commitise 
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?ir various meetings. When this paper is read any friends 
t may ask any questions with the view of obtaining information 
bters in which they are interested, and when all this business 
3 the Chairman signs the record of the transactions of the day, 
gmisses the assembly. 

a the next day come the Sermons. But I should, perhaps, 
lentioned before, that this year the Committee resolved to have 
lual sermon, on the Friday preceding the Mission Sunday, 
ed to the Welsh Baptists in London, of whom there are many ; 
3y invited the Eev. H. Jones, of Carmarthen, to take this service. 

held in Salter's Hall Chapel, and a good many Welsh friends 
•resent, and next year we hope to see many more. 
Wednesday morning the Rev. J. Watson, of Edinburgh, 
ed at Bloomsbury Chapel, from 2 Sam. xxiii. 1 — 7 ; and after 
iding the meaning of the passage, he too gave us some last 
of exhortation and counsel. In the evening, at the Metropo- 
abernacle, the Eev. W. Brock preached from Paul's Epistle to 
!. 5, and his discourse was on the importance of a native agency 
•ur Mission Stations. Now this is an object deeply interesting 

as every year you help to promote it. I hope that Qod wiU 
g the Mission as to give us plenty of pious, and zealous, and 
:ent native converts, willing to devote themselves to the pas- 
ork of the churches in India, Ceylon, and elsewhere, 
bhe next day the Annual JPublic Meeting was held in Exeter 
oseph Tritton, Esq., in the chair. The attendance was not so 
3 I have seen it on some previous occasions ; but it was a good 
^. All the speeches were good ; and Mr. Sale was listened to 
pecial interest ; for he will be soon returning to India, and you 
LOW we all like to hear and see missionaries. Just before the 
y closed it was announced that more than half the debt was 
f! And the Anniversary Services were closed very effectively 
pital meeting of the Young Men's Auxiliary to the Society, 
; the Metropolitan Tabernacle, Charles Eeed, Esq., in the 

ow we begin another year. May we be able to work heartH^ 



\ 
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to its close, and may God bless the Mission abundantly, both; 
and abroad ; and to tbis all of you will say, Amen. 

IfiMkm House, Moorg«te Street. 



THE LITTLE BROOK. 

Okob upon a time all the beautiful lakes of our country were lying c 
their beds. Here and there a white sail was seen on their smooth wat< 
steamboats were not then built. On the banks were great forests bauj 
and looking down as into a large mirror, in which each tree oould see 
form, and admire the beauty of its green clothing. The duck swam an 
her wild young family. The loon dived and screamed, and shook him 
he wanted admiration. The deer, with her fawns, waded into the sballo 
and nipped the tender grass. The trout leaped out here and there ii 
The bMutiful cardinal flower stood in the low grounds and threw her oc 
and wide. It seemed as if the fairies might liave their home here. But 
there was a terrible commotion among the lakes and rivers ! The wat( 
and foamed, the waves rolled and dashed, and tried to break out and b 
all their boundaries. The rivers stopped and refused to run, and thi 
waters murmured over their banks. The loon hid himself in an isla 
young ducks made for the woods. .The deer fled in terror. The trout di 
to the bottom with one whisk of his tail. It was a terrible time, and e^ 
seemed to be going fast to ruin. 

Just then the kmg of the lakes came riding over the wild, awful wav< 
horse made of spray. 

" Heyday ! " cried he : " what's the matter now ? " 

" Oh ! " said a lake, ^ I am sick of life and sick of my homfi^ and 1 1 
mined not to stay here any longer. So are alL and I am speaking for all 
feelaUke." 

" Well, what's the matter ? What would you have ? " 

" Have ! we would have space, and room, and greatness. We want t 
an ocean. We hear the oceans are vast, and salt, and have great ahipt 
and great whales swimming in them, and that men can sail on them 
weelu and not see land ! How glorious that must be ! To have huge shij 
and battles fought on one's breast, and mighty fish diving and spoating 
bowels ! But instead of that^ here we are, with nothing but little specklo 
not a whale nor a porpoise, not even a lobster or a shark among us ! He 
cooped up in our narrow limits — nothing but lakes ! We want to be oo< 

** Bat my good fellow, the earth is not big enough to have any mor 
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-Don't you see that if I let 70a out you will not be an ocean, but be at once swal- 
lowed up in the ocean, and be lost ? " 

** But you, river, what ails you ? " 

'* Mo! why, jour Majesty, I am ashamed of myself. I am so small! Just 
look at that map! Why, l*m only a little black streak I ** 

" And what do you, and the other ten rivers about you, want ? " 

'* We want to be Amazons ! and be 200 miles wide and 5,000 miles long, and to 
roll through mighty forests, where crocodiles and moukejs live, and where great 
MTpents and parrots live." 

" Foolish one ! I must male ten or a dozen new continents before you can be 
Amazoos!'' 

Just tiien the king heard a low, silvery laugh. He looked down, and there was 
a little mountain brook rippling and laughing along in its pebbly channel. Its 
&ce was bright, its eje twinkled, and it danced, and leaped, and almo&t clapped 
its hands for joy. The grass was green and the flowers were thick, and honey-bees 
Bsng among them, and birds hopped and sang near it. 

•• Little, little brook ! " said the king, " don't you want to be an Amazon ? 
Why are jou cot in an uproar, and pouting, and wishing you were somethiag 

" Oh," said the little brook, " didn't you make mo ? And I suppose you 
wimted me to be a cheerful little brook, and to ran here and keep the grass green, 
and the flowers bright, and the bees singing, and the birds happy ! I suppose if 
70a had wanted me to be an Amazon, or a Missouri, you would have made me so." 

** Dear little fellow," said the king, " henceforward thou shalt be a favourite 
with everybody ! " 

And the brook went singing on, and the lakes and rivers were ashamed, and 
have never had such a rebellion since l^American JPaper, 



WHAT A LITTLE BOY CAN DO. 

•• I WISH, I wish," said a little boy, who awoke early one morning and lay in 
bed thinking, "'I wish I was grown up, so as to do some good. If I was a judge, 
[ woiild explain the laws ; or I might be a missionary ; or I could get rich, and 
rhre away so much to poor people ; but I am only a little boy, and it will take me 
I l^reat many years to grow up." 

And so -was he going to put off doing good till then ? 

'* Well," he said to himself, while he was dressing, " I know what I can do. I 
san be good:: that's lefb to little boys." 

Thenfore^ when he was dressed, he knelt, and asked God to help him to be ^cA 
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and try (o terre him all day with his heart, and not forget* Then he wc 
stairs to finish his sums. 

No sooner was he seated with his slate before him than his mother call( 
find his little brother. Charlie did not want to leave his lesson, yet he < 
said, " I'll go, mother," and away he ran. 

And how do you think he found "Eddie" ? With a sharp axe in 
" I chop," he said ; and quite likely the next moment he would haye 
off his little toes. Charlie only thought of minding bis mother ; but 
tell if his ready obedience did not save his baby-brother from being a cj 
hfe? 

As Charlie was going on an errand for his mother he saw a poor won 
foot had slipped on the newly made ice, and she fell ; and in falling she h 
her basket of nuts and apples, and some wicked boys were snatching up 1 
and running off with them. Little Charlie stopped, and said, " Let me 
to pick up your nuts and apples ; " and his nimble fingers quickly helper 
of her trouble. He did not know how his kind act comforted the poor wc 
after she got home, and how she prayed God to bless him. 

At dinner, as his father and mother were talking, his father e&id ro* 
shall not do anything for that man^s son: the old man always did h 
injure me." 

** But, father," said Charlie, looking up into his father's face, " does 
Bible say that we must return good for evil ? " 

Charlie did not know that bis father thought all the afternoon of what 
boy had said, and that he once murmured to himself, *' My boy is more o 
tian than I am. I must be a better man." 

When Charlie came home from school at night he found that his c 
canary-bird was dead. " Oh, mother ! and I took such care of Birdie, an 
him so, and he sang so sweetly." And the little boy burst into tears ovei 
favourite. His mother tried to comfort him. " Who gave Birdie's life, 
took it again ? " she asked, stroking his head gently. " G-od," he answered 
his tears ; *' and he knows best ; " and he tried to quiet himself. 

A lady, who was a visitor, was sitting in the room at the time. She ha( 
two children ; and though she hoped they had taken angels' wings and 
nestle in the heavenly land, she would rather have had her little sons ba 
nest agam. But when she beheld Charlie's patience and submission to h 
in heaven, she said, " I, too, will trust him, like this little child." 

When Charhe laid his head on his pillow that night he thought, *' I 
little to do good ; but, oh, I do want to he good, and to love the Saviour, \ 
down from heaven to die for me." — Child^s Oton Mc^gaxine, 
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OVER THE OCEAN WAVE. 

A Missionary Song. 



uM4 i^iu^f^ p ^m 



O - ver the o - coan wave, far, far a - way, There the poor hea - then live, 
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wait - ing for day; Grop-ing in ig- no -ranee, dark as the night, 



(#■ ^ # 



g^g^?^ 



■p—w--w—m--m 



rJ « 



t?-1 1 \ 



Chorus. 




No bless - ed Bi - ble to give them the light. Pi - ty them, pi - ty them, 
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Cbria-tiaiis at home, Uaste with the bread of life, has - ten and come. 
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Here, in this happj land, we haye the light 
Shining from Q^od's own word, free, pme, md bright : 
Shall wo not send to them Bibles to read, 
Teachers, and preachers, and all that they need ? 

Chotfitf — Pity them, &c. 

Then, while the mission ships glad tidings bring, 
List I as that heathen band joyfully sing, 
'* Over the ocean waye, oh see them come, 
Bringing the bread of life, guiding us home !" * 

Chorus, — Pity them, &c. 



MISSIONS IN THE SANDWICH ISLANDS. 

An American missionary, who has long been labouring in the Sandwich Iska 
gives the following testimony as to some of the moral results of the mission n 
in one district there : — ** It is now over thirty years that I have been Uboai 
among my people, then 6,000 or 7,000 in number, bat now less than 4^000. 
found them almost naked ; but now they are clothed. Then they were ignor 
thoughtless, destitute of books, or ability to read them : now they wiltiNWi] 
favonrably with the common classes in most countries of Europe. Then theyi 
idle and inefficient, but now comparatively industrious. Then many dog up ti 
grounds with a stick, and he was a favoured man who could get a whalei^B q 
with which to cultivate his patch of land ; but now the spade, the plough, and 
harrow, oxen, and carts, have taken the place of slower processes. At ^at % 
the people were beginning to say, 'There is but one God, and Jesns Christ is 
Son.' Since then thousands in my little field have told me that Jehovah is ^ 
Gk>d, and Jesus CSirist is their only hope and trost. It has been with no oami 
joy that I have repeatedly stood by the dying Hawaiian on his bed of matsi 
heard him say, < Come, Lord Jesus, come quickly.' " 
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LOSTI-POTJND! 

: awaiting the arrival of the train, one rainy summer day, a 
1 came in hurriedly, and with great anitiety asked if I had 
ild about the station. A little girl, only two years old, had 

away and been gone from home several hours. Her little 
; had been traced along the road to the river, and then they 
sight of. Beyond the river was the railroad, over which 
en passed ; for the road was a great thoroughfare ; and the 
ber was half distracted with anxious fears and forebodings 
t might have befallen her. 

^h a stranger in the place, my heart ached for those parents 
2;ht of the little face which would be sadly missed from my 
de, and anxiously did I watch for the first tidings of the 
derer. 

search of another half-hour, a joyous shout rang through 
md, straining my eyes, I saw in the distance a little white 

bonnet. Then a strong man came out of the tangled 
nd hurried up the railroad bank, and across the bridge, 
bhe lost treasure in his arms. How I longed to go and 
th those parents as they welcomed their little one home, 
in ever now, perhaps, that she had once been lost ! 
L ever think whom you shall want to see when you get to 

I suppose, first of all, we shall want to see the dear 
vho has prepared such a beautiful home for us; but we 
t to see our friends there, too ; and we tan imagine mothers 
PS there, looking to see if their own little lambs are all safe 
1 of the Good Shepherd ; to see if Jamie, and Susie, and 
B all there. And, oh, if we can imagine any sadness in 
ow their hearts would sadden should one be missing — one 
red away and been lost ! 
ir young reader, will you be there ? 



i 
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THE FIBST-FBUITS. 

Pair waved the golden corn 
In Canaan's pleasant land, 
"When, full of joy, at early mora 
Went forth the reaper-band. 

To God, so good and great, 
Their cheerful thanks they pour : 
They carry to his temple-gate 
The choicest of their store. 

For thus the holy word, 
Spoken by Moses, ran : 
" The first ripe fruits are for the I^ord : 
The rest he gives to man.*' 

Like Israel, Lord, we give 
Our earliest fruits to thee ; 
And pray, that long as we shall live, 
We may thy children be. 

This is our youthful prime 
Of life and all its powers: 
Be with us in our morning-time, 
And bless our evening hours. 

In wisdom let us grow, 
As years and strength are given, 
That we may serve thy Church below, 
And join thy saints in heaven. 



One 
Half-peaiiy, 




J, BEATON AND SON, 21, WAHWICK U^^STEk IBKSSfi^^^^S^^'^^ 



LITTLE WILLIE'S VSBSES. | 

Tile following hymn came into mj hftudB gome time a^ whan I waa down io 
the west of England. I found in the honae wheea I wm yiaiftaag a little boy onlj 
thirteen years of age. He looked ill, and one could aot look at him twice withonl 
being a good deal interested in him. I apolEe of him, and my fifenda told me some- 
thing of his history ; and in a talk we had together the nest day I found he loftd '< 
the Lord Jesus Christ, was very fond of the Bible^ and aometunea, whan any I 
passage fitruck his mind, he put his thoughts into Terse. Dmhofoa to aae immrthmf ! 
of his writing, the piece I now give to you, dear yom^ frienda, wbo nad tk I 
JuYENiUB, was put into my hands. I waa so pleaaed with it tiuit I brwiflht it ; 
away, thmking you would like to read little Wulie^s Teraea on the rinwiilifinn <ii j 
the neavenly city in the 2l8t chapter of BcTelation. I hope the nadioff of tiieii .' 
may do you good, and make you long more and moie to be fit for tlMi ho^ybvi^ ' 
place. 



F.T. 



EE^^LATIONS, CHAP. 21. 

1. There is a lovely oHj, 
Wliere JesuB leigna aloike; 
Where death has no dommion. 
And sorrow is unknowxi. 

The sun, too, is not wanted. 
Nor candle in the night ; 
For all is day in heaTen, 
God's gloiy is the light. 

2. There is a golden dty. 
With gates of pearly white, 

And saints their harps axe timing. 
In that land of pure delight. 
' The ransomed hosts are sinj^g 
To God a ceaseless song ; 
And through eternal ages 
Uis praise they still prolong. 

8. Come to the lorely city, 
Listen to mercy's oall. 
It bids yon come to Jesus, 
He will forgive you all. 
llxe Lamb was slain on CalTary 
To take away yoor sin. 
And the pearly gates are open. 
And you may enter in. 

4. Come to the golden dty, 
And join the happy band 
Of sj^ts, saved from death and hell, 
Up in that happy land. 
The Saviour's arms are open. 
He calls you in his love. 
On, on, to the golden city. 
To the bright world above. 
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CALABAR INSTITUTION, JAMAICA. 

Ok the other page, we give a view of the Institution at Calabar, | 
for the education of ministers and others in the island of Jamaica, j 
Our readers know, perhaps, that this Institution has been estahlished . 
for several years ; and though it includes a Normal School for the ; 
instruction of teachers, its chief object is the preparation of young ! 
native brethren for the work of the ministry amongst their Mow- ' 
countrymen. The President of the Institution is the Bey. D. J. 
East, who has been much blessed in his important efforts. The 
Normal School Teacher was Mr. A. Gunning ; but this excelbnt 
young brother, after little more than a year's connection with the 
Institution, was removed last year by the hand of death. 

We find from the last Annual Beport, that during the sesoon ' 
preceding its publication, thirteen young men were under in8tra^ 
tion ; one theological student having been received from the choA 
at St. Ann's Bay at Midsummer. From the Normal School, four, 
having completed their term, have entered on the work of day-school 
teaching, and one has felt it his duty to withdraw, under the canyi^ 
tion that his health is not equal to a course of study. Two of those 
who had finished their time of residence in the College passed an 
examination, conducted by the Eevs. Messrs. Millard and Fr^, and 
received creditable certificates. The other two had, when the !Keport 
was issued, yet to be examined. 

The loss to the Normal School, through the death of Mr. Ghmning, 
appears to have been severely felt. Mr. Gunning landed in Jamaica 
in the month of April, 1861, and after little more than fifteen montha 
devoted labour in that land, entered into rest on Sunday, the 27th of 
July, of the past year. The Committee have thus recorded their 
sentiments under this unexpected and afflictive bereavement. At a 
Committee meeting held on the 9th of September last, it vai 
resolved: — "That this Committee, while desiring to cherish a spirit of 
devout submission to the will of Gtod, cannot but record their fed- 
ings of deep sorrow on account of the death of their esteemed fiticoi 
Mr. Alexander Gunning. Early in 1861 he was sent bj the Co» 
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mittee of the Baptist Missionary Society to take charge of the 
Normal School at Calabar, and duriDg the brief period he was con- 
nected with the Institution, by his unassuming piety, his kind and 
courteous demeanour, and his zealous and untiring efforts to promote 
the progress of the young men under his care, he commended him- 
self to the confidence and affection of this Committee, and of all who 
had an opportunity of knowing his worth. To their aifflicted friend, 
Mrs. Gunning, under the painful bereavement, they tender their 
most sincere condolence, and assure her of their earnest prayers, that 
the G-od of all grace and consolation may abundantly sustain and 
comfort her in her sorrow, and guide her future course by his 
tmerring wisdom." 

Mr. G-unning had conducted the studies of the young men up to 
within a few days of his removal. The Committee are now seeking 
for some one to occupy his place. Let us hope that some devoted 
brother' may be induced to consecrate himself to the work ; and that 
all the efforts which are being made to provide both for Jamaica and 
fop India Native ministers and teachers may be eminently blessed of 
God. 



THE OLD SEA WALL. 



A. STORY OF A PLACfE FOR PRAYER. 



OvEBLOOKiNa the sea, and somewhat 
less than a hundred miles to the eastward 
III the Land's End, is the parcel of ground 
wbich my old friend Josiah Willington 
gave to his son George, on the first of 
May, eighteen hundred and fifty-four. 
Not a large parcel hy any means — oDly a 
few fields with a house and garden in 
their midst, and a long, low wall sepa- 
rating them from the coast— but a 
present which the receiver valued as 
much as a Christian man can value any 



earthly inheritance. And truly there 
were few such fields in the parish of St. 
Bridvel as Fifteen-acre Meadow, Higher 
Park,|Hill-side, and Brookly Close. As 
for the house, it was at once the neatest 
and the most old-fashioned of farm- 
houses, with a green-grey roof, diamond 
panes to the windows, a white-washed 
dairy, a kitchen chimney almost as big 
as the kitchen, and a garden in which 
mignonette and holly-hocks, scarlet gera- 
niums and dark brown nasturtinm&^x^sRSi!^ 
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and tiger-lilies, stripod grass, sweet-briar, 
8outhemw(M)d, and lavender, grow in the 
prettiest possible confusion. 

But the great chann of the little 
" estate " known as Higher Brookly, lay- 
in the scenery which surrounded it; in 
the glorious sea that washed the base of 
the cliffs beyond Higher Park, in the 
stretch of sand that lay below Fifteen- 
acre Meadow, and in the river that wound 
its way between woods and hamlets, parks 
and farmsteads, till, making a sudden 
bend, it hid itself behind Point Caleb, or, 
as it was more fretpently called, the 
Demon's Brow. Many a careless hour 
had George Willington and his sisters 
passed under tliose cliffs, and on those 
sands, and beside that winding river, for 
their childhood had been ahnost free 
from trouble, and although separation 
from two brothers of a more enterprising 
character, and the increasing feebleness 
of their beloved and honoured father, had 
given them pain, they had known no 
deep sorrow previous to that first of 
May, eighteen hundred and fifty-four, 
when, in a ripe old age, Josiah died. 
From that time a great calm settled on 
the home, and George and his sisters 
ceased for ever to be careless. One by 
one they were brought into the fold of 
the Good Shepherd, and before their 
mother passed from earth to heaven she 
had the happiness of knowing that her 
children were at peace with God, through 
faith in his Son Jesus Christ. 

Time passed, and the graves by St. 
BridvePs Church were green. But Josiah 
and Mary Willington were not forgotten. 



On the first Monday in every manXk a 
cheerful but reverent group came to iJA 
those mounds, and to talk softly of ^ 
rest into which their beloved perenii had 
entered, and once a year James tad 
Henry, the two sons who had sooc^ ud 
found in London a wider sphere tin 
that which had contented George, ohm 
to read over and over the inacriptioM « 
either stone : 

*'He that believeth in me, though ht 
were dead yet shall he live. 

'* And whosoever liveth and.beHeveUi 
in me shall never die. 

"Belibvest thou this?" 

With James and Henry, came, aftar i 
time, a little girl whom they oaOed 
Mary ; a frail and dainty-looking tiling 
brought westward not too soon, te 
change of air. It is of this childllMS 
to talk with yon, and it is with thehifl 
that you will thereby be enabled to 
understand what I tell you about hs 
that tliis description of Brookly hai hea 
written. 

Mary's stay at the farm was a long oM^ 
for she came at hay harvest, and n* 
mained till the very last apple had hMi 
gathered. I rather think it was Uadi 
George who contrived that she shoiiUb 
there until November, and see a-gnad 
storm before she returned to London, W 
I need not inquire into that matter, i9 
business being with the events of Jifr 
and August Mazy began the fiitt d 
these months by spending a long diyii 
the fields with Uncle George, toaiinf hi^i 
picking flowers, and reading a little' 
only a little— as she sat on the old li* 
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ill the cloudless evening sky 
r, and the broad deep sea 

It was a good time, and the 
enjoyed it heartily. Every day 
}, she came to that pleasant spot, 
Y day she was rewarded by the 

of some new beauty in its 
ings. Now it was a broad violet- 
stripe on the ocean's breast, now 
Lted city amongst the clouds that 
, or seemed to cluster, around 
ttow a big ship in full sail on the 

ill see by all this that Mary was 
)et. You picture her as large- 
l clever looking, graceful and 
rail and delicate ; and you are 
he was all this, and more, for 
a Christian child. As she sat 
the old sea-wall, many thoughts . 
who made the worlds came ' 

the mind of this little girl, and 
d sing about him in low tones 
led to those who listened like a 
n another sphere. As the ships 

she watched them and guessed 
and. One was a ship of war, 
\ to the Mediterranean, another 
fcnt-vessel, about to cross the 
another was possibly, who could 
aveying missionaries to their 
[lomes. 

( late in July when this last 
Resented itself to Mary's mind, 
3 there, it was never dislodged, 
been present at some of the May 

1 in London, and her thoughts 
k to that time, as the names of 
hree new missionaries were re- 



called. How much she would have 
liked to wave a flag as the good ship 
went down channel ; or to put off in a 
boat — such was her romantic notion— and 
carry some of Aunt Harriet's delicious 
butter and cream, and Aunt Mary's 
poultry, as a parting present to tiie 
voyagers. She remembered how one 
speaker had said something about his 
children, who were to go with him to his 
new home ; how delightful to such a group 
would be a large basket of strawberries 
and cherries, such as Uncle George had 
sent off to the market a few days before ! 
Full of such thoughts as these, little 
Mary wrote a letter to her mother. 
Here it is : — 

" My own darling Mamma, 

** Aunt Harriet says I may put a 
little letter into her big one, and I am 
very glad, for I want to say something 
important. It is about the missionaries. 
Do you think they would like it if I put 
off — ^that is what they call it here — in a 
boat, and took strawberries for the chil- 
dren ? I can see all the ships quite well 
as I sit on the wall between the hay-field 
and the cHff, and I want to know which 
of them all has a missionary and his 
family on board. If papa or you would 
send an answer very soon, it would make 
me pleased. Auntie says it is time to 
take this to the little post-office, so good- 
bye my darling mamma, with love to 
papa from 

" Mart." 
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Here, too, is the answer : — 

"My dear little Mary, 

" Vour papa and I have I'ead your 
letter twice, and we are both glad to 
know that our darling feels so mnch 
interested ui missionaries and their work. 
But we do not think it would be wise for 
her to "put off " in a boat as she proposes. 
The sliips which she watches from her 
seat on the old sea-wall are far away, and 
a thousand big waves roll between them 
and our little girl, so that, even if it were 
possible to know exactly the hour at 
which the missionary bark would be 
sailing by, it would not be prudent for 
her to go and meet it. But there is one 
very useful thing which Mary can do for 
the friends who will next month leave 
England for heathen lands. She csji pray 
for God's blessing on their work of faith 
and love. As she sits on the old wall 
between the hay-field and the cliff, she 
can lift up her heart in behalf of these 
ambassadors for Christ, and so help on 
the cause which she loves so dearly. No 
one but God can tell how much he gives 
in answer to the prayers of his little ones. 
Don't forget to pray. 

"Your papa has just looked over my 
shoulder for a minute, and he reminds 
me that there is another class of persons 
for whom you should pray as the sidpa 
are gliding by. Papa means the sailors, 
who, if they were only earnest, self- 
denying Christians, would all be mis- 
sionaries. Let these also have a place in 
your thoughts, my darling Mary, as you 
sit on the old sea-wall in the summer 



morning, and watch the wMte laili 
glistening in the nmlight, or fadii« 
away into the ahadowj divtaiice. 

" When I am quite well and strong, 
papa says I must come down and see 
Brookly, and the cliffs, and the mak, 
and the river, for myself. Bat just mnr 
I must be content with pictiuing mf 
little girl in the hay-field, with her hook 
upon her knee, and her eyes fixed on tfai 
ocean. I can see her now. 'Gkd him I 
her ! ' prays papa, and, with him, | i 

" Her loving Mother, I 

"AOHBS WlLLnfOTOI." : 

When Mary read this, her first f ediiv ! 
was one of disappointment^ bnt alter • ' 
time that wore off, and was succeeded tj ' 
a delightful consciousness of privilege. 
That she might ask Gk>d for a thonnMl 
good things in behalf of sailors, emignnti, 
and missionaries, was a thought wbioh . 
pleased her greatly. Beoeiving bar 
mother's letter on tiie last day of Jnlyi 
she went early next morning to her salt 
on the broken wall, and there^ in li* 
simple fashion, prayed for those who "fi 
down to the sea in ships, and do huaa&t 
in great waters." It was a thing atiHnA 
the world's philosophers and poets wmU 
have smiled, but it reached the ear of 
God and brought down blessing. 

Days went by, and Mary's pnjer wh 
stiQ offered in secret. While her amli 
were busy in the midst of hoosehoU 
duties, and her uncle engaged in the 
management of his little farm, she w» 
scarcely missed. But, at last, in the wsik 
of leisure that sacoeeded the '*harfei(* I 
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Aunt H«Tiri,flg vkim jo« 
f's feUer, bc6»^^ •ceoaqMaj 
her moaoBS waDoL Tbcnh 
I the eovise of a qnei Ulk 
and wnloft%r the secret vas 

ippeaaed that Auntie — eroy- 
Mi» Willingt<» Auntie— had 
one heen wishing to inrite 
thirty friends from a Urge 
d the rirer to spend a long 
ooUy. And as Maiy was 
it her mother's letter and the 
which it ocmtained, the idea 
a mifwionary i»ayer-meeting 
ffa for the first time occurred 



to her. Iheresihwmsddightfiilyforui 
ksB than a week fram that tune iBvila- 
tioiB to DO less than twanty-aeTeik 
penoi» were sent forth and aieoq[itod» 
and in leas than a foitni^t a hj^pfU d^j 
on the siftnds was sneceeded hy a still 
hafipcer erening. on whidi, as the son 
sank low in tiie crimson west» an eunost 
erj f w hkssing rose to Hearen in hdHtf 
of such as go forth to preadi CSirisI^ 
GijepeL 

And from that ume the waU heiiraQn 
Higher Park and the cUff ^i^ueh ky 
beyond, became to Unde Geoige and 
his sisters, as weU as to Utile Maiy, a 
place for prajter. 



MISSIONABY NEWS. 

e not, I dare say, so well acquainted with China as with some 
bs of the missionary field. Iideed, you could not be, as it 
jry lately that we nave had any missionaries in China at 
you have heard of Mr. Kloekers, who had been in China, 
)bliged to come home to Holland, as the society he had 
s not able to keep him out there. He wrote to our Com- 
d was accepted, and went again about three years affo. And 
e now. Por some time he was at Canton, then at Nankin, 
le is at Cheefoo, far up in the northern part of the country, 
as seen much trouble. Mrs. Kloekers, an English lady, 
ong since ; and lately he lost his dear little baby girl, 
he went to Cheefoo, to join Mr. Hall, who had also been 
s in China, and had been appointed one of our missionaries, 
him very ill of that dreadful disease cholera, and in two or 
3 he died ; and onepf his children died also, and Mrs. Hall 
ed to come home. On her passage she stopped at a place 
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called Singapore, and there the only other child sickened and died. 
Mrs. Hall, now a widow, and without any child, had to come home 
alone. We were all very sorry for her, and so will you be, too. 

As soon as Mr. Laughton, who had been accepted for mission 
service some time before these sad tidings reached the Committee, 
heard of them, he at once offered to go and fill Mr. Hall's place. 
That act showed his zeal and courage, and his offer was accepted, 
and I went with him and his wife to the ship. Not many weeks 
ago I heard £rom them. They had arrived all safe at Shanghai 
(thanks to a kind Providence which had guided and guarded them 
over the great deep), and were preparing to start for Cheefoo to join 
Mr. Kloekers, and I have heard from them, and they have met. 

You have not forgotten the letters your kind friend at Keathfield 
wrote to you last year, and how in one or two of them you heard of 
the Walmer Castle, and Mr. and Mrs. Eouse. Well, then, you will 
be sorry to hear that of late Mr. Eouse has been very ill ; and now 
the doctors, who have examined him, say he must come away at once. 
I suppose he left Calcutta May 25th, and by the time you read these 
lines he will be very near home. This is very sad, and Mrs. Bouse 
was not able to leave with him, and they had to part, aoid by-and-by 
she will follow him. Oh how they both grieve over this! They 
are sorely troubled and disappointed. They are not so muck 
troubled about the sickness, though that is very hard to bear, as 
that they must leave India, and the good work in which they hoped 
to go on all their lives. Mr. Eouse had joined Mr. Wenger, 
to assist him in the translation of the Scriptures ; and just as he 
had begun, he is obliged to give it up, and come home. He would 
rather stay out there, and live and die there. But God has ordered 
it otherwise. He, and our friends in Calcutta, try to think and feel 
that it is ordered for the best, as it surely is. But it is hard io see 
that it is so. And the Committee and Mr. Eouse's friends in Engluid 
are all grieved too. But none must murmur : that would be very 
wrong. God knows best. These things happen for our good, to 
try our faith and patience, and to show us that God can do without 
those whom we think so important. Let us pray, then, that Mr. 
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Souse may have a safe passage, and, when home, that] his health may 
be restored, and, if it please &od, he may be permitted to go back to 
India again. This is not a very bright page ; but you, as well as 
your elders, must learn to bear disappointments even m trying to do 
good. Think of this. 

P. T. 

MlBaon Hoxue, Moorgste Street. 



THE LITTLE BROOK. 

BY THE RET. JOHN TODD, D.D. 

Once upon a time all the beautiful lakes of our country were lying quieilyin 
their beds. Here and there a white sail was seen on their smooth wat^s. The 
steamboats were not then built. On the banks were great forests hanging over 
and looking down as into a large mirror, in which each tree could see its own 
fozm and admire the beauty of its green clothing. The duck swam, and led on 
her wild young family. The loon dived, and screamed, and shook himself, as if 
he wanted admiration. The deer, with her fawns, waded into the shallow 
waters, and nipped the tender grass. The trout leaped out here and there in his 
joy. The beautiful cardinal flower stood in the low grounds and threw her 
coloTirs far and wide. It seemed as if the fairies might have their home here. 

But suddenly there was a terrible commotion among the lakes and rivers. 
The waters boiled and foamed, the waves rolled and dashed, and tried to break 
out and burst over all their boundaries. The rivers stopped and refused to run, 
and their sullen waters murmured over their banks. The loon hid himself in an 
island. The young ducks made for the woods. The deer fled in terror. The 
trout dove down to the bottom with one whisk of his tail. It was a terrible 
time, and everything seemed to be going fast to ruin. 

Just then the king of the lakes came riding over the wild, awful waves on his 
horse made of spray. 

" Heyday !" cried he, " what's the i^atter now ?" 

" O," said the lake, " I am sick of life and sick of my homo, and I am 
determined not to stay here any longer. So are all, and I am speaking for all. 
We aU feel alike!" 

" WeU, what's the matter ? What would you have ?" 

" Have ! ' We would have space, and room, and greatness. We want to be 
each an ocean. We hear the oceans are vast, and salt, and have great ships on 
them, and great whales swimming in them, and that men can sail on them days 
and weeks and not see land ! How glorious that must be ! To have huge ships 
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of war and battles fought on one's breast, and mighty fish diving and s 
in one's bowels! But instead of that, here we are, with nothing bi 
speckled trout — ^not a whale nor a porpoise, not even a lobster or a shark 
us ! Here we are, cooped up in our narrow limits, nothing but lakes ! \^ 
to be oceans!" 

" But, my good fellow, the earth is not big enough to have any more 
Don't you see that if I let you out, you will not be an ocean, but be 
swallowed up in the oceans, and be lost ?" 

" But you, river ! what ails you ? '* 

" Me ! Why, your majesty, I am ashamed of myself. I am so small 
look at that map. Why, I'm only a little black streak ! " 

" And what do you, and the other ten rivers about you, want ? " 

" We want to be Amazons ! and be two hundred miles wide and five tl 
miles long, and to roll through mighty forests, where crocodiles and r 
lire, and where great serpents and parrots live ! " 

" Foolish one ! I must make ten or a dozen new continents before yoi 
Amazons." 

Just then the king heard a low, silvery laugh. He looked down, ar 
was a little mountain brook rippling and laughing along its pebbly chani 
face was bright, its eye twinkled, and it danced, and leaped, and almost 
its hands for joy. The grass was green and the flowers were thick, and 
bees sung among them, and birds hopped and sang near it. 

"Little brook! little brook!" said the King, "don't you want t 
Amazon ? Why are you not in an uproar, and pouting, and wishing y 
something great ?" 

" O," said the little brook, "didn't you make me? And I suppose you 
me to be a cheerful little brook, and to run here and keep the grass gr( 
the flowers bright, and the bees singing, and the birds happy. I suppose 
had wanted me to be an Amazon, or a Missouri, you would have made m 

" Dear little fellow ! " said the king, " henceforward thou shalt be a f 
with everybody." 

And the brook went singing on, and the lakes and rivers were ashan 
have never had such a rebellion since ! 



BE USEFUL. 

Ax idle or useless person in soeiety is like a drone in a hive, living upoi 
without doing anything for them in return ; or like the barren fig-tree, i 
fruitless, but a cumberer of the ground. Every one should live for some ; 
Even a child should try in some way to be useful, and may in a thousand 
Bomething for the oomfort or happinets of others. He should not permit 
pt08 without having done some good. If he begins life by permitting d 
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months to pass idlj and unprofitable, he is getting habits which will by-and-bj 
render him a burthen and not a blessing to the world. No one respects the man 
or the child who lives for his own pleasure alone, and who only thinks of or cares 
for others as they minister to his own selfish purpose?. It is the man who devotes 
his time and talents, whatever they may be, to the good of his fdUow-men, who is 
most happy himself, and who gains most of the respect and love of others. I have 
somewhere read of a rich and a poor man who once fell among a savage people as 
their prisoners. The poor man, determining to make friends of his captors, found 
some osiers, with which he made very pretty ornaments for the head. As one after 
-another of the savage tribe received from him the simple gifts which he had made, 
he rose in their esteem, and was treated by them with kindness and attention ; 
while the rich man was compelled to go out and collect the materials with which 
his poor fellow-captive might carry on his work, and so became his servant. 

ThvLB it is everywhere in society — the useful man is respected and loved. The 
person to whom G-od has given wealth, and who uses it as his steward, in making 
the world the better for his living in it, is honoured far above him who spends afi 
God's giftrupon himself, in ministering to his own pleasures and appetites. And 
so the poorest child can make himself blessed, and be happy, if he but try to make 
himself useful to others. He may be able to do nothing more than give a cup of 
cold water to a thirsty disciple, but even that little act ** shall in no wise lose its 
reward." My dear children, try to be useful. There is enough for you to do. 
Sorrow, and want, and ignorance, and vice are all around you ; and if you are but 
faithful, you may do a work even while you are young, that shall be felt for good in 
years and ages to come. 

" Little seeds of mercy. 

Sown by youthful hands, 

Grow to bless the nations. 

Far in heathen lands." 



THE BUBMESE FLOWEB GIBL. 

The wifa of a missionary says, — '* I remember a case in Burmah of a little girl 
who cast in her mite, and it was blessed by Q-od, and made to do a great work. 
We were sending a preacher to a heathen village to distribute tracts. Among 
those who contributed to this object was a little ghrl, who brought in a 
penny which she had earned by selling flowers. The preacher went. Among 
the people was a man who seemed interested, but would not examine our relig^bn 
until the preacher told him that his own countrymen had sent him forth ; and 
then he mentioned the little girl who gave a penny, which she had earned by selling 
flowers. The man's heart was touched at the act of benevolence from a child, 
and at once he asked for a book, and began to study the law of * Love thy neigh- 
bour as thyself.' Not long after that, he professed his faith in the crucified Saviour." 
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'SMALL SEBVICE IS TBIJE SEBVICE.' 

The brakes with golden flowers were crowned, 
And melody was heard around ; 
When, near a stream, a dew-drop shed 
Its lustre on a violet's head. 

WhUe trembling to the breeze it hung, — 
Qlie streamlet, as it rolled along, 
The beauty of the morn confessed, 
And thus the sparkling pearl addressed : — 
** Sure, little drop, rejoice we may, 
For all is beautiful and gay ; 
Creation wears her emerald dress, 
And smiles in all her loyeliness ; 
And with delight and pride I see 
That little flower bedewed by thee. 
Thy lustre with a gem might yie. 
While trembling in its purple eye." 

•* You may rejoice, indeed, 'tis true," 
Beplied the radiant drop of dew ; 
" You win, no doubt, as on you more, 
To flocks and herds a blessing prove ; 
But when the sun ascends on high. 
Its beams will draw me to the sky ; 
And (I must own my humble power) 
I've but refireshed a lowly flower." 

*« Hold ! •• cried the stream, " nor thus repine ; 
For well 'tis known a power divine, 
Subservient to His will supreme, 
Hath made the dew-drop and the stream. 
Though small thou art — (I that allow) — 
No mark of Heaven's contempt art thou. 
Thoa hast refreshed an humble flower, 
And done according to thy power. 
All things that are, both great and small. 
One glonoui Author formed them aU. 
Thui thought xpay all repining quell,*- 
What lervei bis purpose serves him weU.*' 
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THB SCHO. 

A iiiTTLS boj knew nothing about an echo ; but one dar he cried 
out as he jumped about in the grass, '^Ho ! H-o-p!''andimmediately« 
firom a little wall dose at hand, he heard, "Ho! H-o-p'.** Astoniahed, 
he cried out, "Who are yov/" The voice at once answered : ** Who 
are you /" " You're a stupid little fool ! " cried the boy, beginning 
to be angrj. " Stupid little fool! " came back from the wall. 

The boj grew enraged, and in his passion shouted all manmar of 
abusiye names ; the wall gare them all fiuthfully back again. Then 
the child searched all oyer for the mocking boy. that he might take 
Tengeance oh him; but no creature could he find but a harmless 
pussy hunting sparrows. 

Indignant and surprised, the child ran home and complained 
bitterly how a wicked boy, hidden somewhere behind the old wall, 
had been calling him hard names. 

"There!" said his mother, "you have betrayed yourself! Xou 
heard only your own words reflected from the wall, as you have seen 
your own face> sometimes, reflected from a glass. If you had given 
kind tgnes and friendly words, kind tones and friendly words would 
haye returned to you again.** 

And so it always is ; the conduct of others is but the echo of our 
own. If we treat others kindly and considerately, they will treat 
us kindly and considerately in turn ; but if we are rough and rude to 
them, we must expect nothing more ourselves. 
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JESUS ONCE A CHILD. 

Am) was my Saviour once a child — 

A little child like me P 
And was he humble, meek, and mild, 

As little ones should be ? 

O why did not the Son of God 

Come as an angel bright ? 
And why not leave his fair abode 

To come with power and might ? 

Because he came not here to reign, 

As sovereign here below ; 
He came to save our souls from sin, 

"Whence all our sorrows flow. 

And did the Son of God most high 

Consent a man to be ? 
And did that blessed Saviour die 

Upon the cross for me ? 

And did my Saviour freely give 

His life for sinful men ? 
What! did he die that we might live ? 

O, how he loved us then ! 

Accept, oh dear redeeming Lord ! 

An infant's humble praise ; 
Teadh me to love thy holy word. 

And serve thee all my days. 



One 
Half-penny. 
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A CHILD DOING GOOD. j 

A LiTTLX girl who had a heart to do good, once became Tery much discouraged 
because, as slie eaid, she was nothing but « little girl. If the were only a woman 
and had ptenty of money^ she could do a great deal of good in the world, she 
thought ; but as it was, there was little she could do. 

But when she went away alone to pray, God met her, as he meets all who pray i 
sincerely to him, and he taught her how she might serve him. 

She rose one morning with a new purpose in her heart— a purpose to make 
every one about her as happy as she possibly could. She soon found her hands 
full of work. She ran on errands for her mother, and she helped her little brothers 
and sisters, and gaye erery one a smile and a pleasant word, and all the house was 
full of the sunshine of the little girFs love. She began to see that love can accom- 
plish a great deal ; and when night came she was very happy, as she reviewed the 
day, and counted all the little things she had been able to do to assist and comfort 
others. 

" I know now," she said, " why I have done more to-day than I've ever done 
in any one day before. I wanted to do a great deal, and I watched for the oppor- 
ivniiiesy , The well-spent day convinced her that the had itiJUience and talenUioo, 

In all these eflbrts of the little girl she did indeed work nuny good works. She 
found that ehehad influence, and talents, and money — all she needed to work with. 
She learned, too, that a lovint/ heart always finds a great many ways of doing good, 
and that those who love God will always find work enough to do in the world. 

The old. man whose hair is white, and who walks with trembling steps, has 
often felt the power of a child, and been made better by it. 

The strong, stout infidel, who says the Bible is not true, has been led by the 
s'mple words of a child to read the Bible and lo^e it, and pray to God for the 
forgiveness of his sins. 

The profane ^swearer, who dares to U£e the name of God lightly, has been 
induced by tie gentle pleading of a child to give vp^his profanity, and revere and 
worship God. 

There are innumerable instances shewing tlat children have doEe what ethers 

seemed unable to do. Ko one, my readtr, is tco (mall and unnoticed to do good! 



L 
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THE JUBILEE OP THB BAPTIST MISSION IN 
JAMAICA. 

It will interest our young readers to liear that next year will be 
the jubilee year of the Baptist Mission in Jamaica. On the 23rd of 
February, 1814, the Rev. John Rowe landed at Montego Bay, and i 
soon after commenced the mission at Falmouth, in the house of which , 
a view is given on the opposite page. Since then, there have laboured, , 
in connection with the mission, such men as Coultart and Tinson, ' 
Burton and Gardner, Burchell and Knibb, who have finished their 
labours and have passed to their reward ; and now, at this moment, a 
large number of honoured brethren are labouring with equal faith- 
fulness and devotedness, and with many signs of the approval of the , 
Master. I 

It cannot fail to interest our readers to be told of what has been 
done in Jamaica during the fifty years that have passed away. In 
1814, when the Mission began, slavery existed, with all its attendant i 
evils. The great bulk of the people were held as chattels, and bought 
and sold and whipped as if they had been brutes. The power of the 
law was exerted to keep them in ignorance, and to punish any who - 
sought to instruct them. The free black and coloured people laboured 
under great disabilities, and were the victims of prejudice and wron<y. ' 
Superstition and irreligion were rampant in the island ; and the Lord°s 
day was to the slaves a day of toil or of merchandise, and to others of 
sport and diasipation. Now we see slavery abolished— civil disabili- 
ties removed — caste distinctions abrogated— equal right*, liberties, 
and privileges enjoyed by all— education unfettered— the Sabbath a 
day of rest and worship ! What a mighty revolution is this ! And 
it has been brought about by Q-od's blessing on the self-denying, self- 
sacrificing, persevering, patient toils and sufierings of the missionaries 
of the Ciyss, ia which none shared more largely than the missionaries 
of the Society whose jubilee occurs next year. ! 

The following facts are given in illustration of the statement just - 
made :— The Baptist Mission has established itself in every parish in I 
the island. There are 74 regularly organized churches, having a | 
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lembenhip amounting to about 30,000; nud thoro nro several 
burches iu the island which have sprung from the oporatioua of the 
lisaion, though not now in connection with it. Thrso cliurohea are, 
ad have for many years been, supported eiitiroly without foreign aid. 
'hey are presided over by 22 European and U) iiutivo pastors, or 11 
I alL The mission has its own College and Training School for tho 
iucation of its pastors and teachers, maintained at an annual cost of 
1300 to the churches, lor board and re.sidcnco of students. It has a'so 
s own Missionary Society, and raises, for ilomo and l^oreign Mis- 
LODfi, fipom £1,000 to £1,300 per annum. Its Day Schools number 
bout 90, and it has in operation about 70 Sunday Schools, with 
pwards of 1,100 teachers and 1,300 scholars, and a large proportion 
f these scholars are able to read the Holy Scriptures. 
Such are some of the results of fifty years' labour. It need not bo 
dded that, during the fifty years, thousands of poor black people have 
een saved by God's grace, and have been called from tho Church on 
irth to the Church in heaven. No wonder that our brethren purpose 
) celebrate the fiftieth year as a jubilee year. " What hath (Jod 
Tought ! " is their language and ours. We hope to tell our young 
eaders more about this jubilee in future numbers of the Herald ; 
nd perhaps we may ask them to join their thanksgivings and offer- 
igs to those of their brethren far away. 



TEACHINa THE HOTTENTOTS: 

A STOBT OP A CASTLE IN THE AIB. 



It was on what she called " the hottest 
ay of all the year" that Alice Somer- 
flle lay dreaming in a shady nook of one 
f the most ddightfnl valleys in the 
rorld, wishing for something which for 
he present was quite impossible. It 
ras jnst the place for a castle in the air ; 



that fresh green valley, with its tinkling 
brook, and its green sward sloping up- 
wards to the bower among the trees in 
which Alice, after tiring herself by gather- 
ing and arranging wild flowers for her 
mother's guests, had contrived a very 
cozy little ao^a^, K ^\sXXRst«i.% ^\X^^m^'» 
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and a twittering of birds were the only 
sounds that broke the stillness ; for the 
brook tinkle could not be heard so far 
away, and the cows in the higher vaUey 
were half-asleep. In the corn-field on 
the top of the hill, beyond the wood, 
stood the sheaves which the reapers had 
cut down the day before ; but even there 
all was -silent now, and the great shocks 
seemed, in their grave and stately way, 
to be taking a long siesta, perhaps to 
fortify themselves for their approaching 
journey to the " mow." 

** I wonder," thought Alice, as she 
lay dozing there — " I wonder how people 
feel in those very burning hot countries 
where there are no brooks, and bowers, 
and things!'* and her mind wandered 
away to Africa, and Australia, and 
Arabia ; to Elijah, beside the dry chan- 
nel of the Cherith ; to Ishmael, when he 
laid him down to die ; to the children of 
Israel in the wilderness ; to David, long- 
ing for the water of the well of Beth- 
lehem; tmtil she grew thirsty herself, 
and ran off to the brook — lier Cherith, 
as she called it— to drink, and, if truth 
^ be told, bathe her feet too, in its clear, 
cold waters. She would have made a 
good picture, this demure little Alice, as 
she sat on the plank which she called her 
rustic bridge, and, with a background of 
woods and harvest-fields, paddled daintily 
in the running water. Shading her face 
as completely as an umbrella, her broad- 
brimmed hat was tied down, gipsy- 
fashion, by a ribbon under which the 
stems of half a score of ferns had been 
twisted, while a bright red handkerchief. 



which was presently to be hoisted on the | 
flagstaff by the bower, was made to do 
duty as a towel for the little feet. 

The little girl was so busy with the 
brook that she did not observe how, one 
by one, from the deep shadow of the 
wood, there came five or six very su- 
perior-looking people, who, as soon as 
they saw her, drew back, and put their 
heads together, whispering. These were 
no other than her mamma and cousins, 
accompanied by friends from a neigh- 
bouring village. By the time Alice saw 
them they were all laughing heartily ; 
and as, blushing, she ran to her mother, 
everybody inquired how it was that the 
flag which should have been raised in 
honour of their arrival had been forgotten. 

Alice tried to explain how she had 
wearied herself, and taken to castle- 
building, and forgotten how time went i 
by; but she did not get on very well, for ; 
her friends had been so much amused by ' 
what they had seen of her proceedings 
that it wag almost impossible to secure 
a patient hearing, and at last Hannali, , 
the youngest of her cousins, a tall and 
graceful girl of seventeen, ran off with ; 
her, saying that Alice had been ques- 
tioned long enough, and must be per- 
mitted to hoist her flag immediately. 

So the pair ran down one slope, and up 
the other, crossing the bridge, and paus- 
ing for a moment that Hannali might 
drink of the brook. Five minutes later, 
and the red handkerchief was floating 
high in the summer breeze, while, rest- 
ing beneath, the two cousins compared 
notes, as Hannah said, about the weather. 
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" I call it the' hottest day we have 
had," said the younger ; " though there 
is a breeze." 

" And I think it quite cool," said the 
elder, ** compared with times I have 
known in Africa." 

" Yes, of course. I was thinking of 
that before you came." 

"In the midst of your paddling?" 
asked Hannah, smiling. 

" No : just before that, as I lay here 
building castles aboub you, and Martha, 
and tiie Hottentots, and— and me." 

Hannah looked round quickly. " Hot- 
tentots and you?" she repeated doubt- 
ingly, 

•* Yes. Will you promise not to laugh 
if I tell you something ? " 

TrftHTitt.h promised. 

" It is one of myj* castles ' — ^remember 
yon having promised not to laugh !— that 
I will one day come to you and my uncle 
in Africa, and teach the Hottentots." 

•* My dear little Alice ! " exclaimed 
her cousin, kissing her. 

Alice went on gravely: "For, you 
see, there are so many of us that 
mamma and papa could spare one child 
easily ; and I like keeping school, cousin 
Hannah ; I do indeed ! " 

" But Hottentots are not like English 
children. They are stupid and dirty. 
You would not like teaching themV^ 

"Oh yes, I should; the dear, little, 
awkward, tiresome, heathen things. I 
would teach them all day, over and over, 
and make frocks for them in the eve- 
nings; and I would write very long 
letters to i>eople in England, and ask 



I them to send me great boxes very often ; 

j and perhaps, one day, just as I was 

i closing school, and the girls were tying 

I on their hats — if they had any— one of 

the little woolly-headed ones would come 

up to me and say, * Oh, Miss Alice, dere's 

a box come from England ! ' and I would 

go down on my knees, and unpack it, 

and cry over my lettera from home ; and 

next morning '* But here Alice 

stopped suddenly, for her mother was 
at her side. 

"Go on, dear," said Mrs. Somerville, 
smiling : " I am deeply interested." 

Bat Alice could only hide her face in 
her mother's dress, and confess that she 
had been talking foolishly. 

"I am not fit," she said; *'I know 

that; only " 

"Only what?" 

"I wish I could some day be a mis- 
sionary." 

Mrs. Somerville made no reply, for at 
that moment all the other friends drew 
near ; but Alice was sure that she would 
not forget those earnest, whispered 
words, or the half-tearful look which 
accompanied them. 

Two days had gone by, and the friends 
who were so soon to leave their native 
land had bidden a long farewell to 
brook and bower, when Mrs. Somerville, 
holding Alice by the hand, once again 
crossed the rustic bridge in the little 
valley. It was evening now, and the 
long shadows of many trees fell on the 
grass, as, entering the arbour, they sat i 
down side by side to enjoy a long talk t 
about the Saviour '^\i<:i\sv fe^v^, "^^^i^ > 
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only wished to love and serve ; a long 
talk, ending in a prayer, as the stars 
came forth, one by one, above the hills ; 
a long talk, ending in sweet tears of 
penitence and hope, as the love of God 
in Christ was revealed from heaven. 

If I had time and space I would give 
you a full account of that conversation. 
At present I can only tell how that 
night, ns Alice Somerville lay down 
upon her bed, she for the first time 
imderstood why ifc was honourable and 
delightful to be a missionary. And the 
reason of this was, that she had begun 
to seek "Jesus, who was crucified." 



Whether she will ever go to Africa, and 
teach Hottentots, I cannot tell ; but one 
thing is certain ; and that is, that when- 
ever again she sits castle-building in her 
bower, she will i-aise her aerial visions 
on better fbnndations than those at 
which cousin Hannah promised " not to 
laugh," on that hot day, last September. 
I break off suddenly. Perhaps at some 
future time I may give you other por- 
tions of Alice SomerviUe's history. Until 
then I would ask you all to remember 
the simple lesson which she learned 
beside the brook. If you do not know 
what that is I have written in vain. 



MISSIONARY NEWS. 

The chief event of interest which has occurred during the past 
month is the departure of missionaries to India and China, though 
Mr. and Mrs. McMechan really went the latter end of the month 
before. In the on6 case, a valedictory service was held in King 
Street Chapel, Bristol ; in the other, in Bloomsbury Chapel, London. 
Besides Mr. Isaac Allen, the newly-appointed missionary, Mr. and 
Mrs. Sale, and Mrs. Anderson, were there to receive an affectionate 
farewell, after a prolonged visit to England, seeking restoration of 
health. We bless Q^od for his goodness to these dear friends in that 
they go back to India wibli renewed strength, and, what in some 
respects is better, renewed ardour and zeal in the good work. May 
the Folmaise and the Shannon safely bear these esteemed friends to 
their desired haven ! 

The annual report of the Colingah native church in Calcutta is to 
hand, and I think you would like to know something of it. The ! 
pastor's name is Goolzar Shah. He holds a situation in a Govern- 
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flfice, but gives all his spare time to preaching the Gospel and 
king this church. It is their custom to have an annual 
^, to which they invite many native Christians from other 
3s, and the missionaries residing in and about Calcutta. At 
seting the accounts of all moneys received and paid are read, 
►f the money is given to poor widows, and for repairs of poor 
ins* houses. Then they support a native preacher, and pay a 
of the expenses of the brethren who have come from difierent 
if the country to " the Association." At the close of the 
i connected with this annual gatliering, the friends sit down 
T to commune at the Lord's Supper. These meetings 
ige brethren living at a distance, and serve to strengthen 
ids of Christian fellowship betw^een them and those who 
in Calcutta. Eight persons have been baptized and added to 
irch during the past year. 

letter from Agra, a large town in Northern India, the mis- 
gives an interesting account of a native convert, of the writer 
rell-educated and intelligent, who has recently been baptized 
ted to the church there. 

'acts are briefly these. Some years ago a ISTew Testament was 
) him by a missionary. He read it, and was led to reflect on 
3 read. By God's good providence he was thrown in the way 
5 native Christians, by one of whom especially he was in- 
l and warned. He became deeply concerned about his soul, 
hed to embrace Christianit3^ There was no missionary near, 
answer to his inquiries he could find no one nearer than 
ore, nearly 400 miles away. He wrote to this missionary, 
)lied, requesting him to come. This he could not do, and so he 
jd, studying the Scriptures. But his conscience was uneasy, 
resolved to set off in search of a missionary. He came to 
, met with the catechists there, who wrote to Mr. Gregson. 
lested this earnest inquirer to come over to Agra. 
BO over he came. But they were a little suspicious of him at 
ttd why, think you ? They found him so well mfoitvs^^^^<5iSi^ 
nity that they feared he had \)eew coT!LXie^\.^\ ^^?SJ^ ^oa^a 
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Christian church, and had been dismissed. But liis account of 
himself was so consistent with itself (and liars and impostors 
always contradict themselves sooner or later) that they began to 
believe him true and honest. They found out that he had not been 
living with Christians in a very curious way. Ton would never 
guess if you were to try ever so long. They noticed that when he 
came to chapel he did not take his hat, or turban, off. I will 
explain this. In the East it is thought a mark of disrespect to 
remove the covering from the head on entering a house. What do 
they do then ? you say. Do ? why take off their shoes or slippers 
and leave them at the door ! So you see the reason why he did not 
uncover his head when he came to chapel. Now had he lived 
among Christians, he would have done as they did. 

Finding, moreover, that he had relations in Agra, Bernard, the 
native pastor of the church, went with him, and found all his state- 
ments confirmed by these people. So after he had appeared before 
the native church, he was baptized by Mr. Bernard, and gladly 
welcomed to Christian fellowship. 

He now wished to return to his family, and a native Christian 
accompanied him. His friends, who are respectable, and even rich, 
abused him with the foulest language, and refused to give up his 
wife, and were mad with rage. They locked up his wife ; but a boy 
of the family let her out, and she slipped away, and joined her 
husband, taking with her one child. His eldest son reviled, his 
aged mother wrung her hands, pulled her hair, and frantically 
weeping, cried out that her son was dead. All Hindoos regard their 
relatives who become Christians as dead. At length, having robbed 
the wife of her pearls, and the husband of his money, they were 
allowed to depart. Thus far he has shown an admirable spirit. 
May God keep and bless him ! To which you will all say. Amen. 

Is not this a remarkable story ? A missionary gives a Testament 
to a man whom he never sees again. Tears roll on. The man 
reads, and is brought to repentance. He wants more instruction. 
"No missionary can be found nearer than 400 miles. Alas that it 
should be so 1 By-and-by he sets off to find one. Meets with 
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ative Chriatians. They bring him to our missionary. He is 
sospicioas because the man is so intelligent abont religion. 
:hey fiad that he is a true man, and he is received. Thus 
a person may be converted, and the missionary may never 
t. Here is seed springing up that one might suppose was 
gh dead. And see what the heathen who turn to God have 
ure ! They must love Christ much to give up all like this } 
d. Think of these things, and may you be more zealous than j 
supporting this good cause. 

r. T. 

Hoose, Hoorgate S^ree*. 



BENEVOLENCE OP A CHILD. 

roLEifCE is one of the great lessons taught in every well regulated Sunday- 
nd many of the most liberal Cbrietians in all ike churohes of our land 
med the habit of giving in childhood, which has strengthened with the 
if the Christian character. It is pleasant to know that the same spirit is 
1 in other countries. An Australian paper, published in Melbourne^ 
I following incident : — 

1 B. was a scholar in my infant school. She was between four and five 
age. One night her father brought her out to one of our missionary 
, where she heard us speaking a great deal about poor black children in 
lands. 

lese meetings we used generally to have a long table set out, on which 
tged all the missionary boxes in which our friends hid been collecting 
iiring the past year; and after the speaking was over, we used to open 
les, count the money, and tell our friends how much money we had got. 
, when the time came for opening them that night, Ellen's father took 
s arms, and held her up above the heads of the other people, in order that 
it see all that was goiug on ; and, to bo sure, when the boxes were unlocked, 
after another their sparkling treasures were poured out upon the little 
;le Ellen was exceedingly dehghted, and when she got home, she ssid to 
}r, 'Father, me want a miesionary box.* Her father told her that he 
»t afford to buy her a missionary box, but that he would buy her a 
ry bottle. Now, I dare say, my young friends, you do not W^-^ -^Jtsais^ ^ 
lary bottle is. Let me explain it to yo\i. Wi \a ^ tw«A. \«c^'aMb.^^ '^ 
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earthenware, doted all round, except one email narrow hole at the top, through 
which the money is slipped, hut through which it cannot he easily got out again. 
This is a missionary bottle. In Scotlaud this is a penny pig. 

" Well, Ellen got her missionary bottle, and regularly each week she put into it 
a penny, which her father used to give her to spend any way she pleased. How- 
erer, she did not liye to gather many pennies. About three months after she got 
her bottle, she fell sick and died. And happy was she to die ; for young as she 
was, she knew the Saviour, and loved him. And happy as she was in being her 
father's darling, she rejoiced to think she had another Father— a Father in heaven 
— of whom she used often to say, and so simply, * Oh, I do love Him 5 1 do love Q-od 
Almighty.*' And why not, my dear young friends, why should not a little child 
love 6K>d Almighty ? Does not the Qrood Shepherd love even the youngest and 
tenderest of his little lambs P And if the great and glorious 6K>d Almighty loves 
a little child, who can forbid a little child to love him hack again ? 

"When Ellen died, there was found in her missionary bottle fifteen pence, 
being thirteen pence for the thirteen weeks she lived after she got the bottle, and 
two pence more, which I believe she had got from some kind friend, and had 
added to her little store. 

"Little Ellen's bottle, I should tell you, was adorned with a great many 
precious texts of Scripture, which she had got and pasted round it ; and, after her 
death, her father, who keeps it as a memorial of his little daughter, pasted upon 
it, just above the money-hole, this short but significant text : * She hath done 
what she could.' Ah ! would to God it could be as truly said of all of us, as it 
was of her, thai we have done what we could ! " 



INFLUENCE OF CHILDBEN'S FBAYERS. 

In one of the darkest periods of the Beformation, when Luther, Melancthon, 
and others were assembled to consult upon what should be done, Melancthon 
retired from the Council under great dejection of spirit. After a short time he 
returned, his countenance beaming with confidence and joy ; and when all were 
surprised at the change, he told them that he had just seen a sight which assured 
him of success. He bad seen some little children engaged in prayer for the 
Beformation. Their mothers, who were assembled for the same purpose, had 
brought them together ; and he was assured such prayers would be heard of €K)d. 
Courage in the needful hour, for the greatest work ever accomplished by unin- 
spired men, was thus breathed into the soul by children's prayers. Such prayers 
the Church needs yet. Children, do you pray — not only for father and motW, 
for brother and sister, but also for the Church of Gh>d, and for the world P 
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THE PUBLICAN'S FBAYEB. 

•TTENTOT of immoral character, being under deep conTiction of bio, was 
to know how to pray ; he went to his master, a Datcbman, to consult 
n, bat received no encouragement. A sense of his own wickedness 
1, and he had no one near him to direct him. Occasionally, however, he 
litted with the family at the time of prayer. The portion of Scripture 
as one day read by the master, was the parable of the Pharisee and the 
1. While the prayer of the Pharisee was being read, the poor Hottentot 
within himself " This is a good man ; there is nothuig for me." But when 
er came to the prayer of the Publican — " Gt>d be merciful to me a sinner" 
\ suits me," he cried ; " now I know how to pray ! " With this prayer he 
iely retired, and prayed night and day for two days, and then found peace, 
joy and gratitude, he went into the fields, and as he had no one to whom 
i speak, he exclaimed, " Ye hills, ye rochs^ ye trees, ye rivers, hear what 
done for my soul ! — he has been merciful to me a sinner." 



THE HINDOO AND THE ENGINE. 

JSIOKABY was standing at the railway station at Madras, in India, just as a 
s going off. He saw among the crowd an old native (a black man), a 
one who had never seen a railway before, prostrate himself before the 
rhen the train began to move, as if in the act of worship. The missionary 
) to him and touched hira, and said, " What are you doing ? " The old 
died, " Sir, it breathes, pants, and moves, and it can run very swiftly ; it 
) alive and powerful: I have therefore prayed to it." The missionary 
d to the old man that it was only the work of man's hands, and tried to 
about the God who made him, and had given such power and wisdom to 

d not the children of England pity the ignorance of the heathen, and help 
I missionaries who are sent to teach them ? 



LITTLE SINS. 



CE ;^ns (suppose them so) are very dangerous. A little leaven leaveneth 
ile lump ; a little staff may kill one ; a little leak in a ship sinks it ; a 
iw i^ a good cause mars it ; so a little sin may at once bar the doov <^^ 
an4 open the gates of hell : though the scorpion Vs^a V^\\ft^ ^^^» '^'J^ *"|^ 
lion to' death ; and so will the least sin, \i not lot^v^^xi. 
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I "PEED MY LAMBS." 

Ukdeb Afrio*B burning sun 
I Countless little children live, 

j Who have never heard of God, 

Or the joy his word can give. 

j And can we who know hi^ love 

I Keep it to ourselves alone ? 

" Feed my lambs," is his command ; 

We must help to make it known. 

There is room enough for all 
In his safe and happy fold, 
Gladly little heathens come 
, Who of this sweet rest are told. 

! . • . 

Gladly will they leave their gods, 
Gods of stone, and wood, and clay ; 
From a human sacrifice 
Turn with grief and phame away, — 

When they hear that Christ has died 
i That their guilty soula may live : 

This is just the news they want, 
This the food that we must give. 

Then beneath the palm trees* shade, 
On the " word of life" they'll feed j 
Blessing those whose mercy gave 
To the little lambs in need. 
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[NO my way along as best I could, on a very dark night not 
ce, as I turned a corner of the street, I saw, but a short 

ahead of me, a well-lighted lantern. At first I could not 
was carrying it, but it proved to be a boy, who was whistling 
as he walked along. 

that lantern was of much service to me. It threw its light 
the path for many yards. It showed me where to walk, and 
id me where not to walk, if I wished to keep out of the mire, 
thankful to the boy who was thus of so much use in light- 
way ; while he knew nothing about the good he was doing, 
ent along, not thinking of me, hardly knowing that I was 
lim ; and yet he was rendering me a very kind service. 
Id not help thinking what a happy thing it would be if all 

and girls, and all the men and women, who have the privileges 
Gospel, were well-lighted Christian lanterns! How much 
)uld they do which now is left undone ! We are not so 
nterns in what we say, as in what we do. It is the quiet but 
uence of a good example that is a light to lighten others. 
y young child may be a very useful lantern. A small lantern, 
ited, is of much service ; while a very large lantern, without 
it in it, is of no use. And who knows how many the light 
3 lantern will reach and benefit ? Now, children, do not be 
iterns, or such as give no light ; but as you pass along through 
home, or in school, or in the street, or wherever you are, 
lat you love the truth, and that you seek, by God's grace, to 
you are taught in his holy word. Show^ this in your lives, 
►e afraid to let others see that you love God, and desire to do 
right ill his sight. If thus you live, many will be benefited, 
. bless you. Some may follow in the path of your light whom 
ow not, nor ever shall know, until you meet them in the 
f glory above. Let your light so shine before your fellows 
9y may see your good works, and " glorify your Father who 
iven." 
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TIME. 

Time speeds awaj — away — away ! 
Another hour — another day — 
Another month —another year — 
Drop from us like the leaflets sear ; 
Drop like the life-blood from our hearts. 
The rose-bloom from the cheek departs, 
The tresses from the temple fall, 
The eye grows dim and strange to all. 

Time speeds away — aAv^ay — away ! 

Like torrent in a stormy day, 

He undermines the stately tower, 

Uproots the tree, and snaps the flower. 

And sweeps from our distracted breast 

The friends that loved, the friends that blessed, 

And leaves us weeping on the shore 

To which they can return no more. 

Time speeds away — away — away ! 
No eagle through the skies of day, 
No wind along the hills can flee 
So swiftly or so smooth as he. 
Like fiery steed from stage to stage, 
He bears us on from youth to age ; 
Then pluoges in the fearful sea 
<3f fathomless eternity. 



One 
Balf^penny^ 




BEATON A2W SON, 21^ WAKWICK. UkZfires^KKKBSWSSBft'^^ 



UNCONSCIOUS INFLUENCE. 

One day a boy was tormenting a kitten, when hia little sister said to him, with | 
tearful eyes, **0 Philip, don't do that, it's GocTt kUtenJ* The words of the | 
little one were not lost ; they were set upon wheels. Many seriooa thoughts were I 
awakened in his mind regarding the creature he had before considered his own j 
property. ** God's kitten — Q-od's creature — for he made it." It was a new idea. I 
The next day, on his way to school, he met one of his companions beating t 
unmercifully a poor starved-looking dog. '* Don't do that," aaid Philip, using j 
almost unconsciously his sister's words ; " it is God's creature." The boy looked ; 
ashamed, and explained that the dog had stolen his breakfast. ** Never mind," \ 
said Philip, " I will give you mine, which I have in my basket ; " and sitting down 
together, the little boy's anger was soon forgotten. Again had a word unconsciously 
been set upon wheels. Two passers-by had heard Philip's words ; one a young 
man in prosperous business in the neighbouring town, the other a dirty, ragged 
being, who, in consequence of his intemperate habits, had been dismissed by 
his employer, and was now going home sullen and despairing. ** God's creature," 
said the poor forlorn man, and it was a new idea to him also ; " if I» too, belong to 
God, he will take care of me, though no one else will." Just then, he came to a 
public-house, where he had been in the habit of drowning his miseries, and then 
staggering home to inflict new ones on his wife and children. He stopped ; the 
temptation was strong, but the new idea was stronger — ** I am God's creature ; " 
and he passed on. His wife was astonished to see him sober, and still more when 
he burst into tears, and declared he was a ruined man, but that he was determined to 
give up drinking, and trust in God, At that moment a knock was heard at the 
door, and the gentleman came in to whom we have before alluded. He, too, bad 
been rebuked by the boy's words, for the scorn and loathing which he had felt to 
the miserable object before him. ** Gk>d'8 creature— therefore entitled to help and 
pity." He had gone to help the poor man ; and all this the resftt of a little giri's 
words to hw brother ! 



/ 
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CAMEROONS, WESTERN AFRICA. 

In the Heuald for August we gave our young friends a view of the 
interior of the chapel at Cameroona, and we now give them a view of 
the exterior, together with the teacher's dwelling; and although 
many changes have been made since this sketch was taken, the house 
and chapel are in appearance very much the same. "We are the more 
willing to give this picture of the past, as from the present state of 
decay, and the destruction caused by the wood ants, the chapel is 
fast falling, and must speedily give place to a larger and more lasting 
building. 

This frail chapel can seat only two hundred hearers ; but it is in 
constant use. Throughout the week the school children assemble 
for instruction twice a day; on five evenings in the week a meeting 
is held for reading and prayer ; and* on the Sabbath day four meet- 
ings in succession fill up the hours of the day of rest. At seven in 
the morning the congregation meet for the first public service ; at 
ten o'clock the Sabbath-school takes the building; at three the 
second public service for the native preaching ; and at seven in the 
evening a public service in English for those who cannot join in the 
native worship. The preaching in this later service is maintained 
chiefly by those w^ho have not yet acquired the native tongue. 

Our missionaries are hoping to get their new chapel before the 
old one falls to the ground. Efforts are now making to provide the 
needed materials. Some thousands of bricks are already prepared, 
and more are making. When the time comes for building we doubt 
not but half the labour required will be freely given by the lowly 
ones who worship there. Assistance will be wanted from the friends 
of Africa for this work ; and we are quite sure our young readers will 
be pleased to help in building a chapel so much needed. 

The sheds seen on the left hand are chiefly erections of bamboo, 
and formed a temporary shelter for the missionary, and also yarious 
offices for the printers, carpenters, and blacksmith. These sheds 
have long since been removed, and in their place stands the new 
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LissioQ-house, which we hope will be the qaiet home of a faithful 
lidsionary for maay many years to come. 

This little picture reminds us of another change; for between the past 
id the present has come the vigorous growth of tropical vegetation. 
Vhile our friends have been so earnestly endeavouring to sow the 
ood seed of the kingdom of God, they have not been forgetful of 
le advantage to themselves, and to Africa, of introducing and cul- 
ivatiog fruits and vegetables ; and so it comes that at this day, in 
le forci^jround of our picture, stands a noble mango- tree, very lofty, 
nd which twice a year is 1 iden with its delicious fruit. The bread- 
•uit and the cocoa-nut trees would not be excluded from a sketch 
:' taken now. 

Let our young friends earnestly pray that the converts to Christ 
1 that land may be very many, and that they may grow and bear the 
•uits of righteousness. 



'TAKING MAGGIE'S PLACE: 

A STOKY rOE GIBL6, IN TWO CHAPTEB8. 



CHAPTER I. 

Thb diamond-Bhaped panes of a little 
rindow that peeped out upon a corner 
nly of Bfr. Yarrow's garden were almost 
overed with shining rain-drops, as a child, 
arrying a heayy footstool, and a letter 
rifch a foreign post-mark, put aside a 
rhiie muslin curtain, and sat down to 
ead and think. It was not yet dark 
»iii of doors ; but the vine which hung 
ouad the easement shut out so much of 
he erening light that Patience— so was 
ihit thoughtful little maiden named — 
wan oUiged to look very closely at her 
lig ih«et of a^ira^ espedalty where a few 



lines had been written across others with 
a trembling hand, and, as the writer 
said, **in haste.'' 

'*Dear Maggie!" cried Patience, as 
she contrasted this little postscript with 
the four clearly written piges that went 
before it : *' I shall never see her any 
more till we meet in heaven. Never any 
more till then ! Oh, Maggie ! Maggie !" 

Her head lay on the window-bench be- 
side the letter, and her tears fell almost 
as fast as the rain-drops pattered. She 
was very sad, for her thoughts were of . 
parting and death, oc&i^ ^« ^v^ ^«ss£fiS(»« \ 
But at YflAV'Vi^ «^ ^«rj «t«^^ ^^cstN*^^^ 
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the wooden footstool, began to watch for 
the return of her uncle Yarrow, whose 
oostom it was to enter by a side-door in 
the garden, when, as most frequently 
happened, he came home tired and hun- 
gry to the fireside which, as Patience 
said so often, was worse than dull *'now 
that Maggie and Charles were gone." 

She was scarcely anxious, to-night, to 
see her unde; for although she knew 
that he would feel a deep interest, in her 
letter, she almost wished that it were 
possible to hide it from him, and go on 
as if it had never come at all. It would 
be so terrible if he, too, began to talk of 
Maggie as going from them; he who 
had hitherto been so confident that 
southern air would be the means of her 
I restoration to health and vigour. Aa she 
' sat tiiere in the gradually deepening twi- 
I light, with her eyes fixed on the gate, 
and her ear strainedfor the quick, familiar 
step, Patience sometimes wondered why 
she — ^a person of so little note — ^was 
spared, and Maggie, so valued by every 
one, removed. 

'* / Bhould not have been missed," she 
thought; **but Maggie— oh, how dull 
and miserable it is without her!" and 
thereupon she would have sobbed afresh, 
had not a clicking sound in the papered 
wall beside her driven the colour from 
her cheeks, and made her heart beat 
wildly. 

"There it is again!" said Patience 

within herself : V that dreadful noise !" 

Dreadful or not, it was there ; and as 

the room was by this time full of 

abadowBf Patience, though not xeaOy 



terrified, was excited and anxious. She 
did not believe what Sarah, her uncle's 
honest and trustworthy, but supersti- 
tious servant-of -all-work had told her of 
death-watches and winding-sheets, and 
yet she trembled when she heard the 
peculiar *' dick" which Sarah declared 
to be a "forewarning about dear Miss 
Maggie." 

•*If unde John would but come!" 
sighed the watcher, as after a few 
minutes* rest the sound was heard again. 
*' How the wind howk ; and how dark it 
is! Oh, Maggie!" 

She was almost afraid to bow her head, 
lest one of those queer-looking shadows, 
which she knew to be Maggie^s doaksand 
dresses hanging wroDg-side-outermost 
against the wall, or tall, high-backed 
chairs, keeping guard beside the bed 
which Maggie had been wont to share 
with her, should come forward sSod 
startle her ; but after a while she deter- 
mined to hide her face, and repeat a 
prayer which her sister had taught her 
one evening long ago, when she, Platience, 
then a very wee child, had been eiying 
for a candle '* to light her," as she said, 
" to sleep." 

The little T»ayer— so simple that I 
almost think you would smile if I gave 
you the wordfr— brought a Ueasing to 
Patience Yarrow; and for the next 
quarter of an hour she sat still amongst 
the shadows, though the wind, rising, 
flapped the vine-leaves against tlie win- 
dow, and waved to and fio the labur- 
num trees in the garden. It was to be 
a litoim^ ni^t^ the thought, as the 
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ed each other across the sky, 
r for her uncle took the pUce 
ae fears which had diatorhed 
ninutes earlier. 

11 be wet and miserable ! " 
ience ; '* and Sarah has put in 
bched little bit of fire. Oh dear! 

And aji;ain the child's heart 
>r Maggie, cheerful Maggie, 
{gie, who could win Sarah to 
ind bring smiles to the doctor's 
he never so disheartened and 
ou will observe that the idea 
to fill her sister's place in the 
Dusehold was one which never 
he mind of this poor little 

Maggie had always managed 
inght her ; and to '* keep up " 
mon duties in her absence 
npossible : how, then, could 
log, undertake new missions? 

CHAPTER IL 

[uite dark before Mr. Tarrow 
I even then he had scarcely 
> more than change his boots, 
what Sarah had provided for 
unent, before he was off again 
ter a dying patient. All this 
rain fell heavily, and a strong 
>k the windows and made a 
aal howling in the chinmeys. 
who, spite of all her fears, had 
eep with her head upon the 
ne shivering to meetrherunde, 
g him the long letter from 
began to cry. Sarah, hearing 
I from the kitchen to chide her 
eying master/' and proceeded 



to worry him herself by making a great 
show of poking up the fire, which was 
almost out, and by saying that his chop 
had been ** ready" just three hours, if a 
single minute. 

**Then you cooked it two hours and 
three-quarters before the time which I 
named to you this morning," said the 
doctor. 

Sarah sighed. It was certain that she 
regarded herself as a kind of martyr. 
Poor little Patience felt a great lump of 
anger rise to her throat, but she said no- 
thing. Presently Sarah— having poked 
the fire out — went away, and Mr. Yarrow 
sat down to eat hia cold chop, pour out 
tea, and read the letter. 

He cried over it: Patience saw that, 
though his face was hidden from her by 
the big sheet, which he held so near his 
eyes. Down fell the great drops on his 
other hand, and on the tea-tray, which 
the child at last drew towards her so 
gently that he did not perceive it. She 
was weak, and almost fainting for want 
of food, but she dared not ask him to 
give her a cup of tea, for there was 
something sacred in his great sorrow. 
Mr. Tarrow loved both his nieces ten- 
derly; but Maggie was more to him 
than any other merely human being in 
the world ; more even than her brother 
Charles, who was one day to succeed 
him in his profession, and whom he had 
long regarded as a son. The dying girl— 
for such, in truth, Maggie waa— had been 
the joy of the doctor's quiet hovaA\ Vk. 
she waa a iXLoa^ OtkWcilxiSL ^3MM8'S«aa-» '•». 
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oomp«iiion, Bometimee even a valued 
counsellor. What he should do without 
her he did not know. 

Patience had almost ended her tea he- 
fore Mr. Yarr.>w laid down the letter, and 
proceeded to finish his uninviting chop. 
Even then not a word was spoken, ex- 
cept by Sarah, who, in the kitchen hard 
by, was singing dolefully what she called 
the " Old Hundred ;*' while the clock on 
the mantel-shelf, ticking loud, seemed 
to repeat a rhyme which the child, who 
was fond of such things, had learned that 
morning : — 

** For eTcr— neyer I 
Nerer— for ever I *• 

At last, pushing a?<ide his plate with a 
great sigh, Mr. Tarrow rose, bent over 
Patience, took her pale face between bis 
hands, and kissed it ; and then— «he will 
never foiget the words as long as she 
lives— said, 

**God bless you, darliogj yim must 
be Magffie now.*' 

It was enough. As, putting on his 
damp cloak and lighting bis lantern, the 
doctor went slowly out into the porch, 
the child followed him in thoughtful 
silence ; and when the door closed be- 
hind him with a bang-bang, as if it felt 
angij with him for going out, she ran 
up-stairs, and forgetting Sarah's death- 
watch and the shadows, knelt down with 
her ejOB wide open, to pray for him. 

With her eyes wide (^n; for this 
window, as I have said before^ com- 
manded a certain portion of the road, 
«Dd the doctor's lantern waa distiaetly 



visible until, just by Elm-tree 
it disappeared. 

** Bear uncle 1 1 will try to be 1 
thought the cbUd. '* It will 
work with Sarah, but / will try. 

As she mused about Sarah, '. 
felt her heart beat quicker. * 
never get on with her as Maggi 
was her first thought ; but tbe 
was, "God will teach me ;" an 
with a child's simple faith, si 
"Lord, help me!" 

A little while after this, as S 
mending stockings in the kite] 
was surprised by a visit fro 
Patience, who came to ask timid 
fire might be relighted in the pai 

" Well, I do not see much us 
said Sarah bluntly. "Master 
bed when he comes home w€ 
times ; and a good thing, too." 

Patience suggested that he 
bed because it was so comfortless 
a fire, and Sarah at last conse 
take a few sticks, and the hello 
tbe sitting-room. 

"There," she said, "youmaj 
up yourself." 

And light it up Patience did, 
earnest, making sucb a bright, 
blaze as had not been Been in th 
for many a day, and warming al 
perfection a pair of slippers, an < 
and sundry other garments, wl 
fetched imm. her uncle's room, 
looking quite rosy, when at 1 
tamed away from the hearth, an 
to lay the doth for supper. 

" WeU, I never did see troch a' 
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I Sarah, as she hrougbt in a hig 
a small pat of butter. ** Why, 
•n the house down I " And she 
take out the live coals one by 

lon't!'* cried poor Patience: 
*ning«o nicely. PUase, Sarah. '* 
arah did not please, and the 
'e still applied. 
*atience, in spite of all her good 

lost patience, and sitting down 
rpet, began to cry. 

too bad," she said, "when I 
) be Maggie.'' 

rested the tongs on the bar of 
ir. "To be what V she asked 
ntiy. 

tience had hidden her face be- 
er hands, and was sobbing, 
! Maggie!" 

), come," said Sarah, who had 
kind heart hidden away some- 
what is this about your being 

Though rm sure you can't be, 
For the like of her never will be 
this house, sure as my name 's 

Patience, encouraged by this 
one, told her story, not even 
y the fact that she had asked 
3ften Sarah's heart, and incline 
itleness. And Sarah, melting, 
pick up the tongs, carried away 
iter loaf, and brought in its 
mall dainty one which she had 
keep till it was stale, and con- 
prepare a bowl of chocolate, 
ii^g favoarite supper drink, as a 
mrprise. 



"Oh, I wish he would come now!" 
said Patience when all was ready. She 
was sitting at Sarah's feet upon the rug, 
and embracing the slippers— Maggie's 
handiwork — which were now, as she 
feared, even a little overwarmed. 
** Only think if the fire should get low, 
or the milk cold ; or if we should both 
fall asleep as we did last Christmas Eve ! 
I should cry with vexation ! " 

Sarah smiled. "They ought not to 
have called you what they did," she re- 
marked, as she held up to the light the 
needle which Patience, if she had been 
less intently listening for her unde's 
step, would have offered to thread for 
her. ** I am sure you can never wait long j 
for anything, without showing that your 
name is the wrong one. Why in the 
world do they make such stupid 
needles ?" I 

Patience smiled in her turn, and then j 
said, " Let me do it for you ;" where- I 
upon Sarah was graciously pleased to j 
say, "I wish you would." | 

It was a needle with a small eye ; and i 
as Sarah's daming-cottoa was none of i 
the finest, a full minute went by before 
Patience succeeded in .threading it. So 
intent was she upon her task, that she i 
did not observe that the door of the ; 
parlour had been opened, until Sarah, | 
half -rising, exclaimed suddenly, " There's ' 
Master !" j 

" Uncle," cried Patience, jumping up, j 
and putting the slippers as well as the 
needle and cotton into Sarah's hands^ 
"I am to glad "Jovil )a!N^^ ^MtaaX'^ *».^^ ^ 
forgetting \saft ^«iV <3tf»jB^ ^^ ^^3MWfi«^ 
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both anni round his neok, and kuaed 
him. 

The doctor, who wm yery tired, took 
all this so quietly that Patience was 
almost disappointed. I suppose she ex- 
pected that he would see at a glance how 
much - his words about Maggie had 
impressed her. But, truth to tell, he 
had almost forgotten them. As he hung 
up his cloak in the passage, and barred 
the door, he even inquired why Miss 
Patience was not in bed. And yet he 
had noticed with pleasure the bright fire 
beside which his two housekeepers had 
been seated, and wondered at the cozy 
appearance of the parlour, which had 
seemed so damp, and dreary, and com- 
fortless, some two hours earlier. 

** Sarah is extra good to-night!*' 
thought he as he put on his dry gar- 
ments and warm slippers. *' I have neyer 
known her so attentiye to my wants, 

eyen when poor Maggie " He broke 

down there, and saying aloud, " I must 
think less and pray more," rang the bell 
for evening worship. 

"ITouW you have supper first?" 
said his little niece, answering the sum* 
mons : <* it is hot now ; nice hot choco- 
late." 

Mr. Yarrow, who was by this time 
seated in his loungmg-chair, consented. 
The bright fire, tbe closed curtains, the 
Pembroke table drawn towards the rug, 
the steaming bowl which was at once 



placed before him, and, more than all, 
the cheerful and affectionate attentions 
of his little niece, soon reminded him of 
the fact, that although one mercy might 
have been withdrawn, a thousand were 
still his own. 

'*I have surely sinned,'' he thought, 
"in losing heart because He who has 
given me so much comfort in the child 
of my adoption, is removing her to his 
brighter, better, and safer home above. 
Can he not raise me up another 
Maggie?" 

As this inquiry passed through Mr. 
Yarrow's mind he looked at Patience. 
She was sitting opposite, eating a slice 
of bread-and-butter, and smiling cheer- 
fully. She had been privileged to help 
her uncle, and she was sure that it was 
right, quite right, to be very glad about 
it, even with that sad letter in her 
pocket. The certainty that she would 
never meet her darling sister again on 
earth seemed much less terrible sinoe 
Patience had discovered that a still 
better friend and guide for daily life was 
hers, even Jesus Christ. And when, 
about six weeks later, Charles Yairosr, 
returned alone, he found no desdate 
hearth, no despairing hearts. All were 
indeed serious and grave, and at times, 
perhaps, even sad; but none were 
wretched. ** Little Patienoe has taken 
Maggie's place," said the doctor; and i 
he was right. 
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MISSIONABY NEWS. 

B few words I have to say this month, will be about a part of 
>rld where we have had a missionary for only a few months. It 
like India, or China, or Africa, or the West Indies, or Ceylon, 
uids of miles off, but close by. We could get there in three 
r days. Where is it ? you will say : why, it cannot be more 
five or six hundred miles away. Where is it? Why, in 
vy. K you were at Hull, or Newcastle, and were to sail right 
east, or straight as a line, you would soon come to its rocky 
, where thousands of long narrow inlets of the sea, c&Wed^ords, 
> between lofty precipices inland. In the summer time these 
ry beautiful; in the winter, if the weather be severe, they 
I firozen over. 

how came you to have a mission to Norway ? you will also 
>s say; thetf are not heathen. Well, no, they are not, in 
ase ia which we use the word heathen. But if we give it a 
sense, meaning a people very ignorant, and unacquainted with 
tnple doctrines of Christianity, they are! There is a Stafce 
1 there, and ministers who preach. But all is formal and dead ; 
ce what I was told when in Hamburg the other day, that out 
»pulation of two hundred thousand, there were not to be found 
t, at one time, in the various churches, five thousand. 
If then, some months ago, a sailor, named Hubert, called at 
Lssion House, and after saying he wanted help to enable him to 

the Gospel to his fellow-countrymen in Norway, he gave, in 
* to questions put to him, an account of his conversion in 
I, United States, America. The friends out there, finding he 
me gifts of speaking, urged him to stav as a Saihr's Missionary, 
d he would go and ask the Lord ; and this seems to be his plan 
. If he wants to know what he is to do, and where he is to 
asks the Lord. And he thought the answer he got was, in 
to go and preach in Norway. And so he next intended to &<^L 
ip during summer, and when she v?a% IbaiSl \r^ \sl 'Cisfe ^\xs^»t'^ 
, he would go about and preach. In iVwa )ae^«A ^^a'K^g^^^n5«^ 
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the owner of the ship objecting to his sailing with his brother. He 
carae to England. He told his tale. Many ministers were interested. 
He was introduced to the Committee. Tbey consented to help him 
for a year, to see how he would get on. He is settled at Holme- 
strand, and labours amidst great opposition, but with some success. 
In a letter, written September 1 1th, he says, " 1 was out on a mission 
to a place called Eidevold, with a brother, by name F. L. Rymper, 
and six were buried with Christ in baptism 1 There is a very great 
field for labour here, and so there is over the whole country ; the 
people every where groaning after to hear the true and living Gospel." 
His method of writing Ebglish you will see is a little peculiar. 
The wonder is he writes it so well, as he is self-taught. Well, this 
is good news ; and if I had space, 1 could tell you a good deal more. 
But enough for the present. You shall hear more about &iend Hubert 
sometime. Meanwhile do you keep him in mind, and pray Gtod to 
guide, guard, and bless him, and bless his work. 

Well, I suppose you have heard everybody talking about the 
beautiful harvest God has given us. It is wonderful. The earth has 
brought forth abundantly, from one end of the land to the other ; 
and it is not plenty of wheat and poor barley, and plenty of barley I 
and bad oats, and plenty of turnips and poor potatoes. No, all crops ' 
nre abundant, some more so than others, truly ; but the worst crops | 
nre better than what would usually be called pretty good. I have - 
heard some good old gentlemen who have been farming for more than | 
fifty years, say they never saw anything like it. Eight and nine | 
quarters of wheat to the acre. Now a quarter is eight bushels, and | 
a bushel will weigh, this year, sixty-six pounds; so that one acre : 
will yield nearly 4,800 lbs., or more than two tons, besides the straw. I 
Wonderful! I 

But what has all this to do with the mission P Ah, indeed, what ! ! 
Well, a good deal. Don't you think we ought to have one. grand , 
thanksgiving day, to bless the Lord for his goodness ; ^ hen mulions ' 
of voices should sing his praises, and miUions of hearts pour out ' 
grateful joy. And our Committee propose to all our pastoEB and ! 
/ aeaoonB to do bo with their people the first Lord's day in October. | 

/ ^ 
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nd if we are grateful to God, should we not do something, as well 
I sing and pray ? Yes, have a general collection to promote his 
luse ; and the Missionary Society would do as well as any to give 
►, for this purpose. 

In October, 71 years ago, the Society was formed. It has sowed 
►me good seed of Christian truth in the world since then. We 
ant it to sow more. If the thing of which I have spoken be done, 
Lat would help amazingly. "Will you, my dear young friends, do 
mr part ? Yes, yes, I think I hear you all saying. May my 
ncy prove to be a reality, and then the Society will not only sow the 
^dy but reap the fruit in souls saved 1 

F. T. 

llianon House, Moorgate Street. 



THE STORY OF THE CROSS. 
Eybby attentive reader of missionary journals has noticed how often the simple 
orj of the Croes has touched the hearts of inquiring heathen, and awakened 
leir wonder and admiration. The case of the G-reenlander, Kayaruak, has been 
ften repeated. He had shown no interest in any truth, till one day the mivsionaiy 
Ad to him, from Luke's G-ospel, the account of Christ's agony in the garden, 
hen be stepped up to the table, and with an air of earnestness and surprise said, 
How was that ? Tell me that once more, for I do desire to be sayed." 
An affecting instance of this kind is recently recorded. It occurred in a school 
>r girls in CMna. These girls had learned to read, and every morning they read 
chapter in the Bible, which was explained to them by the missionary. They 
©re yery attentive, and remembered a great deal that they heard, so as to repeat 
afterwards. When a chapter, containing an account of our Saviour's crucifixion, 
as read for the first time by these Chinese girls, the missionary saw tears start in 
16 eyes of some of them.' Presently there was a low, suppressed sob, and then 
ley all burst into loud weeping. It was impossible to proceed with the lesson, so 
iMcult was it for the girls to suppress their emotion, or recoyer their self-oontrol 
> aa to study or converse. After this they always beard the story of Christ's 
Bath in a deeply Berious and feeling manner^ 

Why is it, that in this Christian land, the same narratiye is read or heard 
ithoat, apparently, the least feeling or concern ? Is it possible that, from 
»ng repetition and £Etmiliarity, that story has lost its power with os^ &T\d V^V).^i5aiTfi» 
B an idle tale ? 



188 THl JITYXKILS laSBIOlTABT HSBALD. 

Tbe first oonyert to Christianity in Northern India was Krishnoo, and he was 
baptised by Dr. Carey. One day a man said to Krishnoo — 

**Wel], you have left off all the oustoms of your anc^tors; what is tbe 
reason?" 

He replied : " Have patience with me, and I will tell you. I am a great sinner ; 
I tried Hindoo worship, but got no good. After a while I heard of Christ, and 
how he laboured much, and laid down his life for sinners. I thought, what lore 
is this I And here I made my resting-place. Now pay, if anything like this 
lore was ever shown by your gods ? Did Doorga, or Kalee, or Krishna, die for 
sinners ? You know that they only sought their own ease, and have no love for 
any one." 

A North American Indian, who had been converted to Christ, was one day 
assailed by a trader, who tried to persuade him that the missionaries were not true 
teachers. To this the aged and honest Indian replied : 

" They may be what they will ; but I know what they have told me, and what 
has been wrought in me. Look at my poor countrymen there, lying drunk before 
your door ; why don't you save them if you can ? Four years ago I also lived like 
a beast, and not one of you troubled yourself about me ; but when the mis- 
sionaries came, they preached the cross of Christ, and I have experienced the 
power of his blood, and am free from the dominion of sin." 

What shall we say to these things, we who have from childhood been instructed in 
the things of Christ and his cross ? Shall we see the children of China, and Hindoo 
idolaters, and savage Indians, and crowds from all the dark places of the earth, bowing 
and weeping at the cross, and confessing its grace and power, while we pass by, as 
if Christ were no more than Doorga or Kalee to us P Surely, my reader, it were 
better, a thousand times, never to have known the way of lue than to live and 
perish thus. 

THE COAL-MINE BOYS AND THEIB MISSIONABY 

BOX. 

^ A BOY led a gentleman that went to see the mine into a spacious, gloomy-looking 
cavern in the mine, where the frail candle glimmered feebly in the dark space 
around them. " Here," the boy said, " we have our prayer-meetings," showing 
the gentleman the seats out out in the coal where they used to sit when the Bible 
was read ; " and here," said he, <' is our missionary box," exhibiting a chest cat 
out of the solid coal, into whidi they used to put what money they could spare. 
See how the way is made, when there is the will. Doubtless, God looked down 
upon those miner boys, as they put their farthings and half-pence into the coal- 
box, with as much regard as he did upon the princes of Judah, in the time of king 
Joash, when they ** rejoiced and brought in, and oast into the ohest^ until they had 
made an end ** (2 Chron. xxiv. 10). — Old Jonathan, 
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HOW A CHILD MAY DO GOOD. 

" Oh dear ! if I were only a boy, and could earn money as Willie 
does, I might do some good in the world," says some little longing 
spirit that wants to be of some use to somebody, " but I am only a 
httle girl, and I cannot do anything." 

We can all do more good than we think, dear children, if we only 
try, and if we are willing to do little things instead of waiting to do 
some great thing. I will tell you how one little girl did a great deal 
of good without knowing it. Her mother sat one morning busy at 
her work, feeling very sadly. Her husband had lost his property, and 
was out of business, and the future looked dark as she thought of the 
many many pounds it would take to feed, and clothe, and educate 
her little ones, so that they could take care of themselves, and be 
useful to others. The cloud was growing thick about her, and her 
eyes were blinding with tears, when a dear little child, at her play, 
broke out in singing the single line, — 

" Whatever we want he will kindlj provide," 
and then the play went on as before. The little girl, only &ve years 
old, knew not how much good she had done by that one line of com- 
fort. Her mother's heart was cheered. She felt reproved, too, for 
she had been thinking all the time there was no one but the parents 
to plan and do for their children, when it was the Lord who was 
going to do it all, and they were only to carry out his plans so far as 
be should make them known. 

That was a very little thing to do, and yet it made the mother 
happy many days. Another time, when in trouble, very soothing 
were the words of the same childish voice, — 

" There'll be no more sorrow there : 

In heaven above, \ 

Where all is love, 
There'll be no more sorrow there." i 

My young friends, you can all do so much. You can make home 
pleasant and cheerful for your mother, who is often tired, and some- ) 
times sad. Why go about with a sour, cross face, or a whining^ 1 
frettixig voice, when, by acting otherwise, you could da ^^a tskq^S^ ^ji^^ ^ 
in so easy a way ? 
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GIVE. 

See the rivers flowing 

DowQwards to the sea, 
Pouring all their treasures 

Bountiful and free : 
Yet to help their giving 

Qidden springs arise ; 
Or, if need be, showers 

Feed them from the skies ! 

Watch the princely flowers 

Their rich fragrance spread, 
Load the air with perfumes, 

Erom their beauty shed : 
Tet their lavish spending 

Leaves them not in dearth, 
With fresh life replenished 

By their mother earth ! 

Give thy heart's best treasures : 

Erom fair Nature learn : 
Giv€t thy love, and ask not, 

Wait not a return ! 
And ther more thou spendeat 

From thy little store, 
With a double bounty 

Qod will give thee more. 



One 
Half-penny. 
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*FHE BEW-DBOP. 

A TEAB-DBOP of tiie morning 

HiiDff on a blade of grass ; 
A Bunple bead of water : 

A thousand you might pass. 
Bat when the slanting sunbeam 

Came down in morning pride, 
Then you might see my water-drop 

Transfigured, glorified. 
I looked : it shone — a diamond. 

Bright, sjMurkling, clear, and keen. 
I looked again : an emerald 

Hung pure in vivid green. 
Again it gleamed out golden, 

A topajs to the view ; 
Then flamed a ruby, fiery red ; 

Then sapphire, summer blue. 
i saw thus how a water-drop 

Is kin to all things fair ; 
Can give as bright and beauteous hues 

As arching rainbows wear ; 
Can shine with light as radiant, 

And show as varied gem 
As the city, fresh from glory, 

The New Jerusalem. 
And I thought how many an action, 

Of simplest, lowliest guise, 
ilay yet beneath the beam cf heaven 

Shme lovely in aU eyes ; 
May show such beauteous motive 

As angels will applaud : 
Truth, honour, virtue, justice, 

Love of men and God. 
Two mites, that make a farthing, 

Insured the widow's fame. 
A single cup of water 

Can bring -a deathless name. 
The humblest work for Jesus— 

The gentle word or look, 
The soothing sigh, the cheering smile — 

Is written in his book. 
Fear not, then, lowly Christisin ; 

Though deep in shade thou dwell. 
The lioni will mJEurk thy faithfulness, 

He will requite thee well. 
The dew iliat waits the dawning 

Shall ii^liUer in the ray. 
And brigikt shall shine thy jewelled crown 

When Christ O^ biing the day ! 




i 
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THS HOUSES OF THE HEATHEN. 

On the other page, we give a picture of a house. Not only of a 
house, but of a palace. Our young readers who have seen Bucking- 
ham Palace, or Windsor Castle, or, better still, the Palace of the 
Tuileries in Paris, will scarcely be able to believe that such a poor 
hut as that in the picture is the palace of a king. And yet it is the 
palace of the king of one of the tribes in Western Africa ; and, what 
IS stranger, it is as much better and bigger than the houses in which 
many of the people liye, as Bucking&m Palace is superior to the 
mansions which surround it. 

It is one of the effects of heathenism in degrading a people, that they 
have to live in such miserable huts as we sometimes hear of. Even 
in our own country, the poorer and most degraded classes have to 
live in such houses as many of our young readers would scarcely dare 
to enter. One effect of Christian civilization is, to make the people 
wish for better and cleaner habitations than they had been formerly 
accustomed to ; and thus it is that we hear so much now about 
model cottages, and of efforts to improve the dwellings of the labour- 
ing poor. Oh that something of the kind could be done for Africa, 
and for other heathen countries ! As Christianity advances among 
them, no doubt something will be done ; and in future years the 
rude huts, with mud floors, and full of filth, will be exchanged for 
clean though perhaps humble cottages, where father and mother 
and children will assemble, and sing hymns of praise to God. Not 
only for the sake of their immortal souls, but for their social and 
temporal well-being, do we wish to see the poor heathen taught to 
believe in Christ. Christianity has the promise of this life to those 
who accept it, as well as of that which is to come. Let us hope and 
pray that the time may soon come when the ends of the earth shall 
see the salvation of the Lord ; and let us sing more heartily than 
ever, — 

'* Fly abroad thou mighty Gospel, 
Win and conquer, never cease : 
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Let thy lasting wide dominion 
Multiply, and still increase : 

Sway thy sceptre, 

Saviour, all the world around." 



"SMITH SBNIOB:'' 

A SKETCH FOB BOXS, IN TWO CHAPTEBS. 
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CHAPTER L 

" How ridiculous ! " said John Robin- 
son to his friend Tom Jones — ^you will 
see at once that these names are assumed 
— as, at the close of a long gossip, they 
walked arm in arm across a playground, 
of which I need only say that it was a 
large one, with a school-house at one 
end, and a dwelling-bouse at the other. 
" How supremely ridiculous ! ** 

"Ain't it?" 

That was Tom's manner of saying yes. 
He was a queer fellow every way, and he 
loved to break, out of school, as many as 
possible of the rules which he learned in 
it. A red-haired, round-faced, strongly- 
built and saucy fellow, who hid away all 
hia good qualities as if they, like his 
Sunday clothes, were only fit for great 
occasions, and who gloried in being the 
Bon of a very sharp lawyer who had made 
his fortune in a way which was justly 
caUed rather " shabby." 

" Old Robinson," as everybody in that 
playground called Tom Jones's friend and 
adviser, was as unlike the lawyer's son 
as a peacock is unlike a jackdaw ; for he 
was handsome in person, courteous in 



manner, and — so far at least as the out- 
ward appearance went, fair and open in 
all his dealinpfs. Two years had passed 
since his kind-hearted and, unhappily, 
too indulgent mother— the widow of a 
wealthy optician — ^had placed " her paor 
fatherless boy" under the care of Dr. 
Brown, of Brownville House, in Blank- 
shire, and, during all that time, he had 
been one of the most popular fellows in 
the school. He was liked, first, for his 
courtesy, next, for his physical daring, 
last of all, for his so-called generous way 
of ** standing treat " as often as he could 
procure any advance of pocket-money 
from the home in which his will was — 
not quite, but very nearly — law. 

It is so necessary to the comprehension 
of my story that its readers should know 
why John Robinson said "How ridicu- 
lous !" that I shall not offer any apology 
for going back half an hour, and record- 
ing a large partion of the conversation i 
thus emphatically closed. I 

" You know Old Cabbage ? " Jones had ! 
asked that day when school was over. 

His compaulon. \\»^^<^. 
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Ben"— this waa Tom's way of naming 
Doctor Brown's higLly rcipectable aca- 
demy — " to-morrow morniug." 

** Who says so?" 

"Solomon." 

"The Doctor?" 

Jones in his tarn nodded gravely, and 
began to whistle. Meanwhile Robinson, 
who was cltianing a spy-glass for his tutor, 
mused in silence. 

"He was rather a brick, that Old 
Cabbage," said Tom Jones, when he was 
tired of whistling. "But they tell me 
that he has never been like the same 
chap since Cabbage Junior " 

" How I wish you would give up call- 
ing them tJiat, just because their great- 
grandfather was a tailor," iaterrupted 
Robinson; "/ can't see any fun in 
it," 

"Oh, can't you? That must be be- 
cause you have bad sight," said Tom 
Jones; adding, with the most serious 
manner possible, "so I recommend you 
to acknowledge it, and wear specs P* 

The pale face flushed for a moment, 
and a sooruf ul glance shot from beneath 
the dark brows of the optician's son upon 
the notoriously short-sighted speaker. 
But John Robinson bad too mudi pride 
to quarrel with his inferiors; and as 
such he, in secret, regarded his school- 
fellows generally, and Tom Jones in par^ 
ticular. 

" You were saying that William Smith 
was altogether changed since his brother, 
poor Smith Junior, died." 

" Exactly so ; but, I s \y, what a brick 
you are, upon my word ! " 



No answer, except a smile, hal; 
and half-contemptuous. 

" But, I say," continued Jones 
you going to shake hands ?" 

"I will when I June time. 
now, about Smith Senior. I ' 
know what it is they say about 1 
" Why he told Spriggins— yc 
object to tfiat * elegant appelli 
suppose? — that he was converte 
was the name he gave it, very so 
Cabbage Junior— I beg your p 
young Smith died." 
" How ridiculous !" 
"Yea, isn't it? Now, of cot 
ain't like the same fellow, but go< 
with a black-edged prayer-booi 
each arm, and a pack of dirt 
Sunday scholars at his heel^, i 
* Oh that will be joyful— when 
that plum-cake what you promise 
comin' reg'lar ' ! " 

Robmson looked up. " Gro ; 
said he, laughing, " with your loi 
for I don't believe a word of it." 

Jones drew his face down as s< 
as he could, as he replied that, « 
•as he loas a gentleman there wa 
word cf fiction in the story. Ho^ 
there be, when he heard it from 1 
who was told it byBaggs, who ove 
Spriggins relating it in an tni 
whisper to the Curate, or, as some 
have a dislike to "pet" .nam( 
Curate's son ? 

To all this Robinson answered 

same style as before by Faying, " 

believe a word of it, and thaVsfltU 

" Well, I confess it is only half 
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exclaimed Tom, in a tone -wiiich at last 
induced his friend to listen seriously. 
''All that about the plum-cake is an 
originai composition of mine, and is 
therefore only valuable as so much '^ — 

**Bo8h!" 

"You think so? Well, I like plain- 
speaking." Tom was fast getting comical 
again; but a second glance irom the 
black eyes checked him. " And in fact 
you may throw over all but this, namely, 
that Old Cabbage— I mean Smith Senior, 
has beo<»ne one of your religious chaps, 
and a teacher in that Ragged School 
about which his eldest brother is so 
mad." 

It was at this point that John Kobin- 
son again said, ** How ridiculous !'' 

CHAPTER n. 

" But I say, Smith, you*re not going 
to be 80 shabby as all that, old fellow, 
are yon?*' 

"It is not shabby.*' 

"But I tell you it w. All the best 
fellows in the Ben give these beer-parties, 
and why shouldn't you V* 

"Just because I believe they are 
wrong. I ought not to do what 1 know 
to be wieked, Sprig, eh ? " 

"Oh ii^s all bosh and bother! The | 
fiiet is, you are sti^igyJ* 

" You don't think so, really ? " 

"Yes, I do, for, as Jones says, you 
look twice, now, at a penny before you 
spend it. I suppose you are saving it all 
up for your ragged-school tea-fight at 
ChzistmAS," 



'* Perhaps I am. Is thei-e any haim in 
that?" 

" Yes, a deal of harm ; it's greedy." 

■' Which way about ? Why, it seems 
to me it is far more greedy to drink beer 
and wine till you make yourself ill — 
perhaps even drunk, as one fellow was 
last Christmas— than to give a few shil- 
lings towards tea and cake for a lot of 
children who, of course, don't deserve to 
be poor any more than you." 

"Oh, don't they?" 

As Spriggins — ^whose school-name, as 
we have seen, was *' Sprig" — pat this 
last question, a door at the end of the 
almost-deserted school-room was quickly 
opened, and a voice said, " Sprig, I want 
you!" 

It was Robinson who thus beckoned 
Sprig aside to ask secretly if he had 
heard aright about Smith's refusal to 
observe the rule about beer. 

*' Truth it is ! ** replied Spriggins very 
gravely ; " more's the pity for him, poor 
fellow!" 

" Ara you sure that you fully explained 
it?" 

*' Quite sure." 

" We shall have to cut him, — dead, I 
s'pose f " exclaimed Robinson. But Sprig 
— more prudent — said, "Not yet. Speak 
to him, first, yourself, for he hcu the 
monejfy and those beer-fights are rare 
fun. Gk> and ask him." 

John walked to the desk ovdr which 
Smith was bending, pen in hand, think- 
ing how, on the black- edged paper which 
lay before him^ ha \sv\j;gc»^ \«rJ^ \«sbcss^ "*» 
letter \.o ifketv^a ^\,\v«vfiL<&. ^'•^^■k:?^^^ 
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began, and stopped. There was a dignity 
about William Smith that almost forbade 
him to go on, but at last he managed to 
get out something about a rule requiring 
every lad in a certain class to " treat ** 
his class-mates, at midnight— 

"On the sly?" 

'* Yes, of course, * on the sly.' " 

"Then I call it sneaking— that's the 
word!" said William. "'Cowardly' 
might do, but the othei* is the very thix^. 
Just think, — ^here are a dozen big fellows 
hiding as many big bottles until night, 
when, after pretending, sheepishly, to go 
to bed, they get up, and try hard to get 
half, or quite drunk, ' for the fun of the 
thing.' Now, I call that wicked, sneak- 
ing." 

" You're a rum chap, and no mistake ! " 
said Bobinson. " Where might you have 
Idtmed all this?" 

"From the Bible which my brother 
gave me before he died. You remember 
him, don't you ! " 

" Oh, very well ! He jras a smart little 
fellow, full of tricks as a monkey. I used 
to like him." 

"Yes, everybody did that, and I — I 
was proud of the clever ways in which 
he used to cheat the masters and get up 
rows, and all that. He used to come 
over to me and * tell up * nearly every 
afternoon, and I never once begged him 
to be honest, and true, and straightfor- 
I ward to the masters, as well as to the 



I boys. When he lay dying — ^I shall never 

I forget it !— he forgave me, but I shall not 

I forgive myself while I livft. Can't you 

understand, now, why I refuse to keep 

to that rule about the beer?" 

Bobinson mused awhile, and then held 
out his hand. "Give us a shaken old 
boy," said he; "I believe you are a 
better fellow than any of ihs and Til 
stick by you through thick and thin! 
Sprig, you rascal, drop it, will you?" 

Sprig nodded, and, in due time, and to 
some extent, obeyed. After that Robin- 
son and Smith became staunch friends. 
I do not say that Tom Jones was posi- 
tively disciurded, but I am sure Hbai 
Bobinson was always anxious for the 
society of his new mate, and often will- 
ing to hear him read from his brother's 
Bible of that Divine Boy who, at twelve 
years old, was ** in favour with God and 
man." Slowly but surely, a great change 
came to Bobinson. He grew more hum- 
ble, more anxious to make others happy, 
more concerned to be at peace with God. j 
And although I cannot say that he passed ; 
from darkness to light in that eventful 
quarter, I am very sure that when Smith 
returned to his Httle dass at the ragged I 
school he carried to the superintendent's 
desk a very substantial token of kindly 
feeling from the very boy who had not 
long before — ^in relation to him and his j 
work — said, "How ridiculoual" 
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lilBSIONABY NEWS. 

Since I last wrote to you I have been wonderiDg whether my 
hint about your doing somethiDg more for the Mission, as a thanks- 
giying-offering for the late bountiful haryest, has been taken or not. 
Tou know very well that a good harvest is not merely a benefit to the 
farmers who till the ground, but a great good to everybody in the 
land. If the harvest be scanty, the price of bread, which is some- 
times called " the staff of life," is dearer,.and then every person feels 
it, except the very rich, to whom the cost of bread, in their large 
houses, is a very small item of their expenses. It is quite different 
with the families to which most of you belong. That is the reason 
why I wrote to you as I did. I hope you will understand all about 
it now. 

The Committee who manage the Society are very much concerned 
to find the contributions which have come in this year have not been 
enough to meet the expenditure ; not, however, because there is any 
great falling off in the amount sent in, but because the number of 
missionaries sent out to preach the Gospel to the poor heathen has, 
lately y been so largely increased ! There are fifteen more now than 
there were six years ago. 

"Well, you will say, of course, if there are so many more mis- 
sionaries, more money must be given to support them. That is very 
plain, isn't it P Por these missionaries go forth, as the apostles did 
in early times, "taking nothing of the heathen." The Gospel is 
preached to them " without money and without price." It is only 
when some are converted, and formed in Christian churches, that 
tboy are expected to give support to Christ's cause. But, alas! 
these people are mostly poor, very poor, and they can give but little. 
Now consider these things, and see what you can do to help ; for 
imlesB we get help, some of these good men must be called home. 
I am sure you would all be very sorry to hear that the Committee 
had been obliged to do that ! 

I have just been reading a long letter from. t\i% "^^^ . "^ ."^'^^^^^sss:^ 



him. AVhen he was there, the poor people who joined the chur 
all their means of support. He got kind friends in Torksl 
send hiin out some old weaving-looms, and he taught them I 
use them ; and the cloth they made was very good ; and friei 
around who wanted any sent to Chitoura for it : and thus the 
had work, and were enabled to support themselves. Wh( 
mutiny broke out the people were obliged to fly for their liv( 
the weaving-shop was destroyed. Since then the property hai 
repaired ; and now Colonel Wheler, a pious officer, lives thei 
has established an orphan-school in the place ; and the Com 
are very glad to let him have the old buildings for such a pi 
Is not that very kind and good of this gentleman ? Think ol 
orphans sometimes when you pray, and ask God to bless tht 
their kind benefactor. 

Well, as Mr. Williams could well be spared from Chitouri 
pone into Agra, a large city about fifteen miles oft', to he 
Gregfon. He tells me that they have four English, services a 
for there are many English people and soldiers there, ai 
services are well attended. During May and June nine p 
were baptized, six of whom were soldiers. Besides the I 
services, they have some in Hindustani, two of which are 1: 
private houses, and in which he is assisted by Brother Ben 
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Now these Mahommedans hate the very name of Christ. They 
profess to believe in one God, and in Mahomet his prophet. Bub 
when Christ is preached as " the Sou of God," their rage knows no 
bounds. And as they think it right to force people to believe their 
Koran^ or sacred book, they would injure our missionaries if they 
dared. But the Government protects all her Majesty's subjects in 
India. Por that protection let us be thankful ; aud'for the Queen 
let UB all pray. 

P.T. 

L House, Moorgate Street. 



THB SOUTH SEA CONVERT. 

A HESBEKOER, iia\8 B missionary, came to say that Kaisara was drawing neap 
to his end. I went directly to see him, and found hiua very weak, and scarcely 
•ble to BpeaV. 

•* Well, brother," I said, " how is it now on the borders of Jordan ? " 

" My ship," he replied, " is moored ; the anchor is within the vail ; all is well ; 
there will be no shipwreck ; all is calm." 

OaIdi, indeed, it was. Not a ruffle was on the surface of his soul ; not a doubt 
of safety was expressed. We spake together of the labours of past year.*, and 
talked of the great love of God to the South Sea Islanders. It was a soul-cheering 
visit to T>ne just entering the unseen state. 

•• What shall I ssy to the church after you are gone ? " 

"Tell them," he replied, " to hold fast th<»ir confidence to the end, that fnith in 
Obiist is necessary to salvation ;" and then, as strength would allow, his quivering 
Upt repeited John iii. 36. 

*'This may, perhaps, be our last meeting below." 

"Well," said he, "ere long we shall meet again in the far brighter world above, 
to dwell for ever with the Lord, there to * see the King in his beauty,' and that 
land,*' pointing to the heavens, " which is far off." 

I prayed with him, and left his humble cottage. 

Just as I was going to the out-station, a little after this, I was sent for to see 
our dying friend. 
- •* You will soon leave us,** I said. 

"Yes, the chariot is at the door. The body is the clog which kcft'^^ \sfw3v-«fi^ 
spirit I but soon the thread will be cut ; then eihaWl &^ «b^^^«^ 
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'* Hato joa any fear in the prospect of leaying us ? *' 

"None at aU." 

** What IB the reason of this peace of mind as death approaches ?** 

" Chriat ia mine. To him I have committed mj soul : why should I fei 

" Is your trust entirely in Christ P" 

"In Chriat alone I trust for salvation. He is the true foundation — tl 
the door." 

As I prayed with him, and a»ked the Divine presence with his soul, I 
with much feeling. I then took my leave. Next day his son came to saj 
was near death. I went. His pulse was scarcely to be felt ; his breat 
short. 

** How is it with you ? " I asked. 

He replied, " With Christ is my soul." 

"Entirely?" 

"Yes, entirely." 

««Nofear?" 

"None at all." 

** This is the hour of your death." 

He was unable to speak, but pressed my hand. After a while he rev 
opened his eyes. 

" You will, I trust, soon he with Christ," I said. 

" Yes, I shall." 

"To-morrow," I said, " is the Sabbath." 

He said, " I shall be in heaven." 

" How great ia the love of Q-od in not leaving you in the ignorance 
heathen state." 

Baisine his eyes upward, he said, " Great ! great !" 

With his son-in-law and daughter I conversed on the difiference bet 
death of a saint and rinner, aU of which he heard and understood, as a 
made fully showed. I left him for a little ; but ere I could return, his s 
fled to be with him who had redeemed him with his precious blood. 

Thus died Kaisara, a good man, a consistent follower of Christ, "nho w 
heathen, but died a Chris tiau.~>C%. Miss. Gleaner, 



HOW SHALL I TBY TO BE USEFUL? 

<( To^ can all be useful if you will, boys," said a teacher to his class 
bath. " If you cannot do a great deed you can do a little one." 

The boys saidnotbing, but the teacher saw by their looks that they it 
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was mistaken. Clearly, they did not beliere they could be of any Hse, so he 
added, — 

" WeU, only try." 

** Haw shall we try ? *' asked one of the boys, timidly. 

** Keep your eyes open and your hands ready all this week, and tell me next 
Sunday if you have not managed to be useful in some way or other," said the 
teacher. 

« We will," replied the boys. 

The next Sabbath those boys gathered round their teacher with smiling lips 
and eyes so full of light they fairly twinkled like stars. He smiled in response 
and said : — 

** Ah, I see by your looks that you all have something to tell me." 

*' We have, sir ; we have," replied the boys in a chorus. 

Then each one told his story. " I," said one, " thought of going to the well 
for a pail of water every morning, to save my mother trouble and time. She 
thanked me so much, and was so greatly pleased, that I mean to keep on doing it 
for her." 

" And I," said another boy, " thought of a poor old woman, whose eyes were 
too dim to read. I went to her house every day and read a chapter to her from 
the Bible. It seemed to give the old lady a good deal of comfort. I can*t tell 
you how much, she thanked me." 

A third boy said : — " I went walking along the street wondering what I could 
do. A gentleman called me and asked me to hold his horse. I did. He gave 
me ^ve cents. I have brought it with me to put into the missionaiy box." 

" I was walking with my eyes open and my hands ready, as you told me," said 
a fourth boy, '* when I saw a little boy crying because he had lost some pennies in 
the gutter. I told him not to cry, for I would help him find his money. I did 
find it, and the little chap dried up his tears and ran off, feeling very happy." 

A fifth boy said : — " I saw my mother was very tired one day. The baby wa* 
cross, and mother looked sick and sad. I asked mother to put the baby into my 
little waggon. She did, and I gave him a grand ride round the garden. If you 
had beanl him crow, and seen him clasp Ms hands, teacher, it would have done 
yon good; and oh, how muck brighter my mother looked when I took baby 
indoors' again ! " 

Thus, by trying, all the boys had found some way of being useful during the 
week.— 'Affi(^ School Advocate, 



A HINDOO SEEKING BEST. 

A BICH Hindoo asked his priest what he must do to &i^T««X. wii^>$^^^iRk^V\^\sA 
• You must wash yourself," said the priest, " In Vhe ^e^cT^^Tviet^^ vS^«cv^J,«^^. ^ 



152 THl JimCNILB KIBSIOITABY HBBALD. 

did 80, bat without relief; the curse of sin weighed his soul to tiie yery g 
A pilg^rimage was then imposed upon him to an idol temple. He went a hi 
and fifty hours through burning sands, but felt as much oppressed by the 01 
before. He once more sought counsel of his priest. He said, ** You si 
helped.** The Hindoo promised every thiog. He was then charged to driye 
naik through the soles of his shoes, to take a heavy block on his shoulder, : 
this manner to walk for fifty hours. He undertakes the severe penance. A 
he has gone twenty hours, amid the most dreadful pains, when he reaches a 
where he observes a large congregation listening to a foreigner preach. He 
missionary, who was saying to his heathen brethren, '* Behold the Lamb oi 
who taketh away the sins of the world ; " and declaring to them that the S 
would give peace to all who believed in him. The burdened man drank 
message as if it had been honej. He oast the block from his shoulders, di 
thorny soles from his feet, and called out in the midst of all the people, *' 
the one that can help me ! He it is that I am seeking. In him I will belie 
him will I follow." , 

BEAUTIFUL ZION. 

Beaittipfl Zion, built above, 
Beautiful city that I love, 
Beautiful gates of pearly white, 
Beautiful temple — God its light. 
He who was slain on Calvary 
Opens those pearly gates to me. 
Beautiful heaven, where all is light, 
Beautiful angels clothed in white, 
Beautiful strains that never tire, 
Beautiful harps through all the choir. 
There shall I join the chorus sweet. 
Worshipping at the Saviour's feet. 
Beautiful crowns on every brow, 
Beautiful palms the conquerors show, 
Beautiful robes the ransomed wear. 
Beautiful all who enter there. 
Thither I press with eager feet. 
There shall my rest be long and s tc t. 
Beautiful throne for Christ our King, 
Beautiful songs the angels sing. 
Beautiful rest, all wanderings ceaf e, 
Beautiful home of perfect peace ; 
There shall my eyes the Saviour see, — 
Hnsfce to this heavenly home with me. 
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THE CHILDBEN AND THE PEACHES. 

A corNTBTMATT returning from the town, brought five peaches 
back with him,.the finest that were ever seen. His children, how- 
eyer, now saw this fruit for the first time, and wondered at its 
beauty, its pink colour, and delicate bloom. Their father then 
divided the peaches amongst them, giving one to their mother. 

In the evening, when they were going to bed, the father inquired, 
" Well, and how did you like your peaches ? " 

^ Oh, very much," exclaimed the eldest. " It is a beautiful fruit ; 
add and sweetness so delightfully mingled. I have carefully put the 
stone away, and intend to grow a tree from it." 

"Bravo," said the father; "that is what I call acting prudently, 
with an eye to the future, as becomes a countryman.'* 

" I ate mine at once," cried the youngest, " and mother gave me 
half of hers. Oh, how sweet it was ! it melted in one's mouth. I 
threw the hard stone away." 

" "Well," said the father, " you have certainly not acted prudently, 
but it was nevertheless natural and child-like. There is time enough 
yet for prudence." 

Then the second son began. "I picked up the stone which 
brother threw away, broke it, and ate the kernel, which was sweet 
as a nut. But I sold my peach, and got so much money for it as to 
be able to buy twelve when I go to the to^Ti." 

But his father shook his head, saying, " That is prudent, true ; but 
it is not natural and child-like. Heaven forbid that you should be- 
come avaricions." 

" And you, Edmund ? " asked his father. Prankly Edmund replied, 
"I gave my peach to our neighbour's sick son, George, who is ill 
with the fever. He would not take it at first, so I laid it on his bed 
and ran off." 

"Well," said the father, "who has made the best use of his 
peach?" And all three cried, "Edmund!" But Edmund was 
ailent, and his mother embraced him with a tear, and his father gave 
Mm his blessing. — From the German. 



/ 
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" I LIVE TO LOVE." 

" I LivK to love," said a laughing girl, 
And she playfully tossed each flaxen curl ; 
And she climbed on her loving father's knee. 
And snatched a kiss in her childish glee. 

" I live to love," said a maiden fair. 
And she twined a wreath for her sister's hair ; 
They were bound by the cords of love together, 
And death alone could those sisters sever. 

" I live to love," said a gay young bride. 
Her loved one standing at her side ; 
Her life told again what her lips had spoken. 
And ne'er was the link of affection broken, 

" I live to love," said a mother kind, 
** I would live a guide to thy youthful mind ; " 
Her precepts and examples given 
Guided her children home to heaven. 

" I live to love," said a fading form, 
Arid her eyes were bright, and her cheeks grew warm 
As she thought of the blissful world on high 
Where she'd live to love, and never die ! 

And ever thus, in this lower world, 
Should the banner of love be wide unf url'd ; 
And when we meet in the world above. 
May we love to live, and live to love I 



One 
Half-penny. 
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A CHBISTMAS HYMN. 

Welcome, Christmas, welcome here, 
Happiest season of the year : 
Fires are blazing thee to greet, 
Families together meet : 
Broth era, sisters, circle round. 
Loud is gladness' festive sound ; 
For old England loves to see 
All her children welcome thee. 

Welcome, Christmas, for thy voice 
Calls upon us to rejoice 
Not with foolish, idle mirth, 
Bom and perishing on earth ; 
Far be such ungrateful thought : 
Ours are blessings dearly bought, 
Dearly bought, but freely given 
By the Lord of earth and heaven. 

Fix we then on Christ our eye ; 
May we feel the Saviour nigh : 
May we meet around the board, 
All rejoicing in the Lord : 
Be the Babe of Bethlehem near ; 
May his love the season cheer, 
And each gladdened heart and tongue 
Join the angels' Christmas song. . 



/ 
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THfl 7I18TIVAL OF THE GODDESS KALI; 

What a frightful picture ! You may well say so ; but what musi 
it be, think you, to see what this picture represents ? He who pens 
you these explanatory lines has often witnessed the sad and mourn- 
ful sight of Kali's Festival. It takes place yearly in the vicinity o\ 
Calcutta, continues for fifteen days, and has been the occasion b: 
much cruelty and wretchedness. The numbers who attend this festi- 
val are now greatly diminiafaed. 

Ton may not know that the city of Calcutta derives its name 
from this cruel goddess of the Hindoos. Before Calcutta was built 
the temple of Kali existed in the neighbourhood. It was called ii 
the IJengali longuage Kali Cotta, and this, abbreviated, became 
Calcutta: Kali or Cali, the goddess, and Cotta, her residence oi 
tefntle. The Hindoo? to this day pronounce Calcutta, not as w( 
da, but, " Cali Ctftfca.'' 

Kali is the goddess of cftielty ; the poor ignorant Hindoos thuj 
endeavouring to personify all things sad, sorrowful, and wicked 
They that make sneh gods are like to them. Ah, if they knew th( 
only true Qtoi, and ohnnit Christ whom he has sent to save an( 
instruot them, and to deliver them from all evil both here and here 
after, bow differently would they think and act ! It is delightful t( 
know that many of them have been brought under the gracious influ 
cnce of the Gospel, aod are no'^r members of the Church of Jesui 
Christ. The writer of this paper has baptized many of them, am 
rejoiced over them as humble and true-hearted followers of th 
Savion^i and he hopes to meet them with joy before the great whit 
throiie. 

Deaf young friends, pray that whilst the heathen are forsakinj 
their cruel and dumb idols that they may find pardon, purity, am 
peace through the blood of the Lamb, you may each be prompter 
to say, " He is my Saviour and my Guide ; I will loVe him because b( 
is bdth ||iM»ioiili on4 good ; and my earnest aim shall be to obey al 
his coMmiifAiiMiis." 
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GBANDPAPA'S WAITS. 



▲ OHBISTMAS STORT. 



"Now iwten I was a boy,'* said my 
grtndfather. 

Byetybody looked up. Alice and I 
moved a little nearer to the arm-chair 
which nestled so cozily in the angle of 
tiie Itoreen ; my uncle smiled ; and even 
my aunt, although commonly too much 
absorbed in her darning and patching to 
care much about the stories with which 
we children were so much delighted, 
paused a moment, just to hear what 
had happened in those days " langsyne " 
when my grandfather, now four-score 
and three years old, was a lively, active, 
adventure-loving, and by no means fault- 
less hoy. 

We were sitting together in the back- 
parlour behind the shop, and enjoying 
the quiet half -hour which, after "closing- 
time," my tmcle was wont to spend with 
his Uttle family. Baby was deeping in 
the ctadle at his mother's side, and Arty, 
mo bad been allowed to sit up nearly 
tiro h<nirs later than usual because it was 
ttie twenty-third of December, and his 
bfaftbday, was nodding gravely at the fire 
from his perch on his father's knee. 
Alice and I, twin orphans who had f oimd 
a home in that house seven years before, 
had just dropped our needlework for a 
diat by the evening fire, and, if possible, 
m Btory from dear, delightful, darling 
grandpapa. 

Ah, tow we loved hiih as he slowly 
dbeUiied iowards the valley of the shadow 



of death ! With what tender care we 
supported his trembling frame as he 
passed from one room to another ! How 
we reverenced his white hair, and far- 
rowed brow, and the lips from whidi 
words of wisdom fell so sweetly as to 
win every ear— I might almost say every 
heart! Sixty and two years luui my 
grandfather walked in the ways of the 
Lord his God. It was nothing wonderful 
if, with heaven so very near, he was 
calm, and bright, and happy beyond 
description. 

Sixty-two years ! eighty-three years ! 
what long times in the eyes of little 
children, but how short in the sight of 
Him who has lived, and shall live, for 
ever I "For a thousand years in Thy 
sight are but as yesterday when it is past, 
and as a watch in the night.'' 

Nearly seventy summers must have 
adorned the world with flowers, nearly 
seventy winters must have hardened the 
crust of the earth with frost, and coveted 
the hills with a mantle of pure white 
snow, since my grandfather was a boy. 
The first French Revolution; the tad 
murder of poor Louis XVL and his 
wife Marie Antoinette; the Wonderful 
rise to power of Napoleon Bonaparte ; 
the great battle of Waterloo, and the 
exile of Napoleon to St. Helena; the 
birth and death of the good Princess 
Oliarlotte ; the French Hfts^<:?<S5iw«svv ^^^ > 
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1832 : all these were things of which my 
grandfather could speak, as we of the 
death of the Duke of Wellington, or 
the siege of Sebastopol. It was very 
amusing to hear about it all, and to learn 
by heart all the personal adventures 
which gave what my uncle called the 
*' spice'' to the narration. I have Bat 
by the hour on a stool at my grand- 
father's knee, looking up into his delight- 
ful face— that "delightful" is Just the 
right adjective, and I will not mark it 
out — and driukiug in eveiy thought as 
the thirsty earth drinks water; and I 
was never more pleased than wheo, as on 
this twenty- third of December, 185 — , he 
began a long speech with the senteuco, 
*' When I was a boy." 

After an interruption caused by my 
efforts to awaken Arty, in order that he 
too might hear the story, Grandpapa 
once more, and in the same words, began 
his tale. 

"When I was a boy a most pleasant 
custom prevailed in oui' family. On 
the Christmas morning, long before day- 
break, my father's servants and Ms 
children rose, and, formiog a circle in the 
front of the house, which, as you all 
know, was a large one, standing in a 
garden, sang a Christmas caroL" 

** How delightful ! " said Alice. 

** But how cold !" put in my imcle. 

"Oh, please go on" — this was my 
speech — " and teU us every scrap about 
it, grandpapa." 

"Every scrap! that is more than I 
ean promise, my little Minnie. But you 
shall hear something about the first in 



which I was permitted to share. I was 
ten years old " 

" Justour age! " said f , turning to Alice ; 
but my aunt held up her finger at the 
interruption, and I was silent* 

"Ten years old, when my mother, at 
the earnest entreaty of all those who were 
already caroUers, gave me leave to pre- 
pare my great-coat, woollen gloves, aod 
comforter, over-night, rise at five, and go 
out with the others, and if possible sing 
as they did. I say if possible, because 1 
was commonly supposed to have no 
voice ; a great defect, as you know, in a 
public singer." 

"Grandpapa!" 

" Don't you think'so ?" 

" Yes ; but you said it in such a droll 
way," said Alice ; for it was she who nuW, 
in her turn, interrupted him. "Yoa 
are always so funny." 

"Not always, my little girl," said 
grandpapa; "for, as I told you this 
morning, when you wanted a story from 
me instead of a writing-lesson from your 
aunt, ' There is a time for all things.' " 

" And this is the time for telling 
Christmas stories," said I, laughing; *'80 
please go on now, dear grandpapa. You 
were just laying out your coat and 
comforter." 

"And a cap that might shelter my 
ears from the frost-wind," said my grand- 
father, as he echoed my laugh. " Such a 
Guy Fawkes as 1 looked when I put it 
on, just to try, and went down among 
the servants in the back kitchen, where a 
huge log blazed on the wide hearth, 
while a miniature forest of green-stuff 
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leeined to be growing wrong side down- 
nrards from the beams. But I was so 
mxioas to join the 'waits,' that I 
¥ould have worn a pair of blankets, 
utherthan be obliged to stay in bed that 
^ristmas morning, and so lose my share 
►f the 'largess' whioh my father was 
eont to throw from his chamber wia- 
low." 

"What M * largess'?" asktd Arty^ 
rho was now wide awake. 

"Your great-grandfather's was five 
hillingSy" replied my grandfather — " five 
hillings, to be divided amongst the 
ingers. It was not much, but we 
bought it very handsome." 

"WeU, five shillings," said I, "is a 
leal of money, grandpapa. Uncle sail 
10 the other day when I asked him for 
iwo half-crowns to buy a doll." 

"And did you get them ?" 

" No, grandpapa : uncle put them into 
ihe little xainbow-box with the hole in 
ihe top." 

"Ay, that was better, especially as 
rou have one doll already." 

I mused a few seconds, and then said, 
"Grandpapa." 

"My child." 

"If I had five shillings of my own, my 
^ery own, would you expect me to put it 
^ into the box with the hole in the 
top?" 

"Most surely no." 

"But I might if I liked?" 

"Of course." 

"If I did, then what good?" 

"Tou would send a few Bibles to the 
^ plaees of the earth, dear, that is all." 



*' I should like that. What a i^ty it 
; is that we have so little money \ It we 
could knit a few nightcaps, like tiie little 
j girl in * Strive and Thrive ' — ^ " 

Here AUoe whispered something id my 
ear which sounded very much like 
"waits." 

" Eh, what? " said L " Did you say 
waiU / " 

" Hush, (to / it is quite a secret yet>" 
whispered Alice again. " Wait till we gO 
to bed, and I will tell you." 

Inodded, and after that even grandpapa's 
long-continued story about the "waits" 
could scarcely prevent my wishing it was 
nine o'clock, at which time Alice and I 
were to retire. I remember that Arty 
asked what they sang in those early days 
when my grandfather was a boy, and 
that he was delighted when, at last, a 
few lines were repeated and hummed 
over for his benefit. I remember that 
the story included a description of a bit- 
terly cold winter's morning, and of the 
way in which the singers spent their 
money. But my thoughts wandered. 

"Good night, dear grandpapa." It 
was nine o'clock at last, and I was going* 

" Good night, dear Minnie ; and see to 
it that you do not, like the wicked 
Herod, refuse to let the great Eing 
reign over you." 

I kissed him and went away, but Alice 
lingered. 

** Would you?" I heard her say to 
my grandfather, after whispering some- 
thing in his ear—" would you, now f*' 

**0f course I would^" ^kss$c«.^ ^ssi \ 
grandi«.tti«\ "\^'t^jQsnjL\ic»T»s^\^ ^T2s»«o^ 
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AUdi^ Mtlifltcl, said "Ckx>d niglit" In 
her turn. 

•«Gk>od night, dear Ally. Don't fcnget 
about the time for all thhigs." 

"And noiir, ^<^t la the aeoret?'' I 
exclaimed, as aoon aa we were alone. 
••Dotellme, AUce." 

*^ It is abont the Urb shillings for the 
rainbow-box,*' said my sister gravely! 
" I think we can get that without knit- 
ting nightoaps." 

"How?" 

AUoe whispered again. Perhaps she 
thought that the walls had ears, or that 
my grandfather, who was now in the room 
adjoining, would disoorer her secret. 

My first ezdamation was, "Delight- 
full" and my next, "Will Aunt Mary 
aUow it? '' We both fdl asleep, thinking 
about gnmdpapa and the " waits," and I 
dreamed that a group of robin-redbreasts 
oame under my window and sang carols 
until I threw them two half-crowns in a 
ralnbow-colouTed box. 

The next morning we awoke before 
day-lnreak, and talked until Aunt Maiy 
oame to OaU us, and to hear our secret, 
at which, to our great delight, she only 
snuledi and all day long, Alice and I, 
being in the kitchen as assistant-cooks, 
spoke in whispers about Ohristmas carols. 

Long before tea-time all our plana 
Were made, and, with my aunt's full con- 
sent, we went early to bed— that is to 
say, early for Ohristmas Eve I— in order 
that we might rise at five o'clock, and 
sing carols odiside grandpapa's wiijidow, 
which, happily for our purpose, opened 
on our " sqtUae"-— the leads. 



It was starlight, and by no means cold,' 
but we carried a lantern and wore many 
wrappings, so as to be as much as possi- 
ble like dear grandpapa " when he was a 
boy." Then, to the great surprise of our 
sober-minded neighbours on either side, 
we raised Luther's beautiful hymn, — 

*<From heayen abore to earth I come. 
To bear good news to every home i 
Glad tidiiws of great joy I brings 
Whereof I now will aay and sing. 

" To Ton this night is bom a child. 
Of Mary, chosen mother mild : 
This little child, of lotrly birth, 
Shall be the joy of all yov eaHh. 

'* He bringn those blessifigs, long ago 
Prepared by €k>d for all below : 
Henceforth his kingdom open stands 
To yon, as to the angel bands. 

" Now let ns all with gladsome cheer 
Follow the shepherds, and draw near, 
To see this wondrons gift of God, 
Who hath his only Son bestowed* 
• • * f 

'* O dearest Jeani, holy Child, 
Make tnee a oed— soft^ undeflle^— 
Within my heart, that it may be 
A quiet chamber kept for thee* 

** My heart for very joy doth leap i 
Mt lips no more can sil^ioe keep i 
I too most sing with joyful tongue 
That sweetest ancient cradle song,— 

*< < Glory to Gh)d in hiehest heayen. 
Who unto man his Bon hath giten 1 
While angels sing with pious mirth 
A glad Kew Year to all the earth.' " 

It was a favourite with my grandfather, 
and it was not long before he raised him- 
self in his bed to hearken. We did not 
know this, but we sang with all possible 
energy, and, I hope, with feeUng too, 
not only that hymn, but three others of 
a similar oharaoter^ And ailaat^ just 
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before wo ceased to sing, two hn^ht 
half -crowns fell at our feet, and a kind 
voice eaid, "MaHy thanks, dear cliil- 
dreii ! " It was grandpapa's largess, 
given expressly for the rainbow-hued 
btfx with a hole in the top, and we went 
back to our room with a full conviction 
that sfnging carols was the easiest possi- 
ble way of earning money. 

It was foolish, perhaps, and I almost 
wonder, now, why my aunt yielded so 
readily to our entreaty; but after that 
year, so long as grandpapa was sf ared to 
ns, Alice and I, on Christmas morning, 
trere his "waits.*' And so long as he 
had strength to mufiSe himself in his 



dressing-gown and raiae. the window, so 
long was grandpapa's ajmxul extraordi- 
nary subscription to the good baiise 
thrown down to lis as our reward for 
thus rising and carolling. But at last the 
Ume came when the two half-crowns had 
to be sent to us at breakfaat-timoj ntid, 
awhile after, they (»mie no more. 

Grandpapa died very early on Christ- 
mas morning, 185— . He sleeps in Jesus ; 
or, rather, his body sleeps, for his soul 
is in the paradise of God. May all who 
read this simple story of a Christmas 
carol join him in singing the sweet song 
of Moses and the Lamb in a wo]4d where 
there is no death I 0. Ki 



MISSIONABT NEWS. 



DuBiwa the past two months I have been away from London a 
good deal, traveUing in Hampshire, Berkshire, Somersetshire, and 
Norfolk ; consequentlv the letters from abroad are not at hand. 
But i have been thinking of you a good deal siace I wrote to you 
about the harvest thanksgiving contribution, and wondering whether 
you have taken that matter in hand. 

Since then, the Committee have been much concerned about the 
finances. If any of you don't exactly know what that word means, 
ask your parents or your teachers. They will tell you all about 
it. Well, then, you must know that the cost of supporting the 
mission was a great deal more last year than what we received. We 
spent more than we got. One cause of this was the large sums 
given to help the poor starving cotton-spinners down in Lancashire. 
Very many Sunday-schools, and a great many young through the 
country, gave all they could give to this object, and the mission 
funds tell off. This was not to be wondered at, nor do any of us 
complain. These poor people deserved all the sympathy >r\5vs&^ 
iHown to them, and neeaed all the help tVie^ ^o\.* 
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Now you will be pleased to hear that some schools are doing great 
things. I was at Salisbury the other day, and was surprised to 
learn that the school there had raised £46, 1 think the sum was ! 
And I was told that many children in the school were so inter- 
ested in the mission cause, that they cheerfully, and of their own 
accord, would put off having new clothes, and other things, that 
they might have more to give. That was making a sacrifice ! At 
Liverpool, the schools there, and at Birkenhead, have raised nearly 
two hundred pounds ! See what can be done when children's hearts 
are right in this matter. 

In reading over an American newspaper the otiier day, I met with 
some remarks about the children in Japan. I have not space to tell 
you much about them, but we may hope, ere long, to hear of mis- 
sionaries being permitted to live there, and preach the Gospel. The 
following extract will be " news " to all of you : — 

** Daring more than half a year's residence in Japan, I have never seen a quarrel 
between old or young. I have never seen a blow struck, scarcelj an angry face. 
I have seen the children at their sports, their kites upon the hill, and any amount 
of intertangled strings or kites lodged in the trees, but no angry words or impa- 
tience. They are taught implicit obedience to their parents, but I have never seen 
one of them chastised. Bespect and re?erenoe to the aged is uniyersal. A crying 
child is a rarity seldom seen. We have nothing to teach them in this respect out 
of our abundant civilization. I speak what I know of the little folks of Japan, 
for more than any other foreigner have I been among them. Of all that Japan 
holds, there is nothing I like half so weU as the happy children. They have been my 
guides in my rambles, shown me where all the streams and ponds were, where all 
the flowers lay hid in the thicket, where the berries lay ripening on the hill ; tbey 
have brought me shells from the ocean, and blossoms from the field, preeenti»>g 
them all with modesty and a less bashful grace than a young American boy would 
do. We have hunted the fox-holes together, and looked for the green golden 
ducks among the hedges. They have laughed at m^ broken Japanese, and taught 
me better, and for a happy, good-natured set ot children, I will turn out my 
Japanese friends against the world. G-od bless the boys and girls of Kiphon.*' 

I am sure all of you will heartily join in the good wishes of Mr. 
Mall, who gives this account of the character and conduct of the 
Japanese children. Of this I am sure, that you, dear young friends, 
having the Bible, ought to be better than they are said to be. — F. T. 

Mia^on Hovm, Moorgate Street. i 
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"I'M TOO LITTLE." 

TuosE words reached the ears of Mrs. Wilson as she came into 
the parlour one day. She found her three children seated on the 
sofa, Anna, the eldest, trying to amuse her brother and sister* 

She had been telling them a story in her own wise way, of some 
good little girl who was a great help to her mother, and was showing 
the example of this excellent child for the benefit of Ella, when their 
mother came in. 

" Too little for what, Ella ? " asked Mrs. Wilson. 

" I was telling her," said Anna, " the story of Katie Lee ; and 
when I said she must be good, and do as Katie Lee did, she told me 
she was too little." 

" Little girls of four years are rather small," said Mrs. Wilson ; 
" bnt my Ella isn't too little to be good, I hope." 

"But Katie was older than I, I'm sure," said Ella: "I can't do 
Buch things as she can.'* 

" What things ? " asked mamma. 

" Why, bring in the milk-pitcher. I'm afraid I'd spill the milk, 
and then Susan would say, * On, you are a plague 1 ' " 

Mrs. Wilson smiled, for little Ella was called a " plague " very 
oflten. 

" If you couldn't bring the milk-pitcher, darling, you could be 
useful in other ways," she said. " Now listen to me : you can pick 
up my ball when it rolls on the carpet, and get papa's slippers, and 
fetch me a book, or my work-basket, can't you ? " 

** Yes, I can do those," said Ella. 

** Well, then, are you too little to be useful ? " 

"Why, is that being useful? I thought it meant real great 
things," said Ella, opening her eyes in astonishment. 

"It means that older girls are to do great things, and little girls 
are to do little things," said her mother. " Always do little things 
well, and when you are older you will be able to do great thin\»^ti 
also!'' 
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FINISH THY WOBK. 

FiHlSH thy work : tbo time is short ; 

The Buu is in the west ; 
The night is coming down : till then 

Think not of rest. 

Yes, finish all thy work, then rest ; 

Till then rest never : 
The rest prepared for thee by God 

Is rest for ever. 

Einish thy work, then wipe thy brow, 

Ungira thee from thy toil ; 
Take breath, and from each weary limb 

Shake off the soil. 

Finish thy work, then sit thee down 

On some celestial hill, 
And of its strength-reviving air 

Take thou thy fill. 

Pinish thy work, then go in peace, 
Life's battle fought and won ; 

Hear from the throne the Master's voico, 
" Well done I well done ! " 

Finish thy work, then take thy harp, 

Give praise to God above ; 
Sing a new song of mighty joy 

^d endless love. 

Give thanks to Him who held thee up 

In all thy path below, 
Who made thee faithful unto death, 

And crowns thee now ! 
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